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TREASURE-SEEKER  OF  HUNGARY 


CHAPTER  I. 

Oh  !  give  me  but  my  gallant  steed. 

My  spurs,  and  sword  to  serve  at  need ; 

The  shield  that  has  my  father's  crest, 

Thy  colours,  lady,  on  my  breast, 

And  I  will  forth  to  wild  warfare. 

And  win  thee,  or  will  perish  there.     L.  E.  L. 

One  fine  evening  in  spring,  the  beautiful 
promenade,  called  the  Prater,  at  Vienna,  pre- 
sented an  unusually  brilliant  display  of  beauty 
and  fashion.  The  Empress  had  been  indisposed; 
and,  this  being  the  first  evening  of  her  re-appear- 
ance in  public,  the  whole  population  of  the  citv 
B  2 


4  STORIES    OF    A   BRIDE. 

seemed  to  have  crowded  out  of  its  gates  to  bid 
her  welcome,  as  she  passed  with  the  Emperor, 
in  a  small  low  phaeton,  drawn  by  a  pair  of  very 
humble -looking  ponies;  the  whole  equipage 
forming  a  striking  contrast  to  the  brilliant  equip- 
ments with  which  it  was  surrounded,  whilst  the 
good  citizens  of  Vienna,  who  sat  enjoying  them- 
selves amongst  the  trees,  frequently  exclaimed, 
"  Die  guten  Leute  !  "  in  tones  of  affectionate  en- 
dearment, as  they  caught  an  occasional  glimpse 
of  the  Imperial  vehicle. 

The  Prater  is  a  superb  promenade.  Its  noble 
trees,  and  majestic  river,  give  it  natural  advan- 
tages rarely  to  be  surpassed;  and,  on  the  present 
occasion,  adventitious  charms  were  added  to 
those  properly  its  own ;  for  its  central  alley  w  as 
now  filled  with  carriages  in  which  reclined  forms 
so  lovely,  and  so  sumptuously  attired — with 
such  bright  eyes,  and  flowing  hair,  as  to  realize 
the  wildest  visions  of  the  Mahometan  paradise, 
creatures  so  enchanting  seeming  scarcely  to  be- 
long to  earth. 

Amidst  this  crowd  of  houris,  however,  la  belk 
des  belles  alone,  seemed  insensible  to  the  admira- 
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tion  that  her  charms  excited.  In  vain  did  the 
young  German,  Bohemian,  and  Hungarian  no- 
bles, dressed  in  magnificent  uniforms,  gallop  by 
the  side  of  her  carriage ;  now  provoking,  and 
now  proudly  reining  in  their  plunging  coursers, 
in  order  to  win  a  look  of  approbation.  Melan- 
choly hung  upon  her  brow,  and  not  even  the 
magic  of  gratified  vanity  could  bring  a  single 
smile  to  her  lips ;  for  though  the  Countess  Ade- 
laide appeared  in  the  eyes  of  the  multitude  fa- 
voured both  by  nature  and  fortune  far  beyond 
her  fellow  mortals ;  though  she  was  faultless  in 
face  and  figure,  highly  gifted  with  talents  and 
genius,  and  possessed  of  all  the  advantages  of  rank 
and  wealth,  she  was  miserable,  and  the  cause  of 
her  misery  was  as  singular  as  its  reality. 

She  had  lost  her  parents  when  very  young, 
and  had  been  brought  up  under  the  care  of  a 
maiden  aunt ;  immense  sums  had  been  lavished 
upon  her  education ;  and  she  had  learned  every 
thing — save  the  art  of  governing  herself. 

Her  aunt  was  unfortunately  ill-fitted  to  sup- 
ply that  deficiency.  She  had  been  a  beauty  in 
her  youth ;  and,  perhaps,   as  no  empire  is   so 
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difficult  to  resign  as  that  of  admiration,  she 
may  be  excused  for  not  having  perceived  that 
her  sovereignty  departed  v^^ith  her  early  bloom. 
In  fact,  she  quite  forgot  the  lapse  of  years ;  and, 
though  far  advanced  in  life,  fancied,  even  to  the 
last,  that  she  had  lovers  dying  at  her  feet.  Un- 
der such  a  tutoress,  it  is  not  surprising  that  a 
young  and  beautiful  girl,  like  Adelaide,  should 
become  romantic,  and,  though  surrounded  by 
rich  and  titled  lovers,  sigh  for  one  who  had 
scarcely  any  worldly  advantages  to  recommend 
him. 

Adelaide's  aunt  died  when  her  niece  was 
about  eighteen ;  and  the  youthful  Countess  had 
now  a  chaperone  of  a  very  different  character. 
The  Baroness  Lutternich  was  a  French-woman, 
who  had  married  one  of  Adelaide's  cousins;  and, 
her  husband  having  been  killed  at  Waterloo, 
the  pretty  Baroness  was  left  very  slenderly  pro- 
vided for.  Under  these  circumstances,  the  office 
of  chaperone  to  a  rich  heiress  was  a  very  desira- 
ble one ;  and,  though  Adelaide's  romance  con- 
tinually gave  her  the  vapours,  the  Baroness 
had  wisdom  enough  to  prefer  the  entire  con- 
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trol  of  a  splendid  mansion  at  Vienna,  to  living 
au  troisieme,  on  five  francs  a  day,  even  in  Paris. 
No  two  persons  could  be  more  different  than 
the  fair  cousins.  Adelaide  was  tall  and  slight, 
with  no  Austrian  characteristics  about  her  phy- 
siognomy, save  a  pair  of  large  languishing  blue 
eyes,  and  a  profusion  of  almost  flaxen  hair.  The 
Baroness  had  a  petite  figure,  almost  embonpoint, 
with  laughing  black  eyes,  and  a  round  face ;  her 
age  was  about  thirty,  a  period  at  which,  though 
a  woman  may  have  lost  a  few  of  her  personal 
charms,  she  has  at  least  learnt  how  to  make  the 
most  of  those  which  remain ;  and  no  one  had 
profited  better  by  her  experience  than  the  Ba- 
roness. Her  dress  was  always  recherche,  and  her 
manners  fascinating;  but,  more  than  all,  she 
possessed  a  tact  which  enabled  her  easily  to 
adapt  herself  to  any  situation  in  which  she  might 
be  placed. 

Notwithstanding  this  versatility,  the  Baron- 
ess's politeness  and  knowledge  of  the  world  were 
often  severely  tried  by  Adelaide.  They  had  no 
ideas  in  common,  and  there  was  not  a  single 
subject  upon  which  they  agreed ;  not  one  spot 
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of  neutral  ground  upon  which  they  could  safely 
meet.  If  they  read,  Adelaide  delighted  in 
stories  of  wild  romantic  fiction,  and  the  Baroness 
in  witty  anecdotes  of  real  life;  and  if  they  con- 
versed each  thought  the  other  either  mad  or 
silly.  Never  was  there  a  more  ill-matched  pair, 
but  mutual  convenience  tied  them  together;  for, 
as  Adelaide  was  naturally  indolent,  and  to- 
tally incapable  of  any  species  of  management,  the 
bustling  disposition  of  the  Baroness  was  so  far 
agi'eeable  to  her,  that  it  took  all  trouble  off  her 
hands.  With  such  a  dame  de  compagnie,  in- 
deed, Adelaide  was  not  even  obliged  to  speak ; 
and  it  was  said,  that  a  foreigner  of  distinction, 
who  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  constantly  at  her 
mansion,  did  not  even  know  her  face. 

There  was  one  part  of  Adelaide's  conduct 
which  the  Baroness  never  could  understand. 
This  was  her  attachment  to  the  young  Prince 
Odenisky.  The  Prince  owned  lands  in  Hungary, 
which  for  extent  equalled  two  or  three  English 
counties,  but  which  produced  scarcely  the  pro- 
fit of  a  single  English  farm,  and  he  was  thus  in 
that  most  pahiful  of  all  existing  situations ;  he 
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was  burdened  with  an  illustrious  name  which 
he  had  no  means  of  supporting.  Poverty  and 
pride  are  generally  inseparable ;  and  the  Prince, 
even  in  the  greatest  pecuniary  distress,  could 
never  forget  that  he  counted  amongst  his  an- 
cestors several  of  the  former  sovereigns  of  Hjun- 
gary,  when  that  dignity  was  elective.  Feelings 
of  the  purest  patriotism  burnt  in  his  heart;  and 
he  perhaps  loved  his  country  the  more  for  its 
very  state  of  degradation.  In  every  need,  he 
warmly  advocated  its  cause,  and  once,  when 
standing  on  the  plain  of  Ratbsch,  wliere  the 
people  had  anciently  assembled  to  choose  their 
kings,  tears  rolled  down  his  manly  cheeks  as 
the  contrast  between  its  modern  state  and  an- 
cient glory  rushed  upon  his  mind. 

In  truth,  Hungary,  in  some  respects,  is  to 
Austria  what  Ireland  is  to  Great  Britain.  Its 
nobles  are  absentees,  and  its  people  labour  to 
support  a  splendour  wliich  they  are  never  des- 
tined to  behold.  It  wants  entirely  that  most 
useful  class  of  society,  the  resident  gentry ;  and 
it  has  no  medium  between  its  peasants  and  its 
nobles,  the  one  being  depressed  almost  into 
B  5 
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slaves,  and  the  other  nearly  assuming  the  state 
of  independent  princes. 

The  father  of  Odenisky  had  been  a  gambler, 
and  his  death  left  his  son,  though  possessing  an 
immense  extent  of  country,  virtually  a  beggar. 
Thus,  notwithstanding  his  patriotism,  and  the 
innumerable  speeches  which  he  had  made  to 
prove  that  Hungary  was  ruined  by  absenteeism, 
pride  made  Odenisky  follow  the  example  of  his 
compatriots.  His  ancestors  had  lived  with  al- 
most regal  pomp  on  their  estates;  and,  as  he 
could  not  emulate  their  grandeur,  he  was  an 
exile  from  his  country.  His  property  lay  at 
the  foot  of  the  Carpathian  mountains,  and 
reached  nearly  to  the  far-famed  hill  of  Tokay ; 
but  pride  forbade  Odenisky  to  take  either  his 
mines  or  his  farms  into  his  own  hands,  and  he 
preferred  seeking  his  fortune  by  his  sword. 

His  success  as  a  soldier  was  brilliant;  but 
alas  !  war  does  not  bring  wealth  to  dispositions 
like  that  of  Odenisky.  His  spirit  was  too  noble 
to  stoop  to  plunder ;  and,  in  cases  of  hardship  or 
distress,  he  often  relieved  the  sufferers  from  his 
own  purse.     Thus  he  returned  to  Vienna  at  the 


THE    TREASURE-SEEKER.  '11 

peace,  as  poor  as  he  had  left  it;  and  shortly 
after  his  return  it  was  his  fate  to  encounter 
Adelaide.  They  looked,  and  loved ;  and  it 
might  have  been  supposed  that  no  obstacles 
could  oppose  the  indulgence  of  their  mutual 
affection.  Adelaide's  fortune  was  immense ;  she 
had  no  one  to  controul  her  choice,  and  the 
Emperor  approved  of  her  marrying  Odenisky. 
What  then  prevented  their  union  ?  His  po- 
verty (though  no  one  thought  of  it  but  him- 
self) !  or  rather  his  pride,  which  would  not  per- 
mit him  to  owe  every  thing  to  his  wife.  Ade- 
laide was  not  mercenary ;  and,  if  Odenisky  had 
been  penny  less,  and  she  empress  of  half  the 
globe,  her  love  would  have  been  the  same ;  yet 
she  felt  the  force  of  his  objection,  and  perfectly 
accorded  with  it.  The  Baroness,  however,  and 
the  Prince's  cousin.  Count  Stanislaus,  could 
not  comprehend  this  delicacy,  which  they 
thought  folly,  though  their  remonstrances  had 
not  the  least  effect;  and  Adelaide  and  Oden- 
isky most  heroically  persisted  in  making  them- 
selves miserable. 

Stanislaus  was  a   Pole ;  his  mother  was  the 
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sister  of  the  mother  of  Odenisky,  and  the  cousins 
had  been  brought  up  together  from  their  infancy. 
Stanislaus  also  was  slenderly  provided  for  by 
birth ;  but,  his  feelings  not  being  so  tenacious  as 
those  of  his  cousin,  he  had  availed  himself  of 
all  the  advantages  which  nature  or  fortune  threw 
in  his  way,  and  had  thus  obtained  many  prizes 
in  war,  while,  as  he  farmed  his  own  land,  he  had 
made  the  earth  yield  its  treasures  to  his  use; 
his  principal  source  of  wealth  being,  however,  as 
he  said,  derived  from  an  Opal  Mine  found  upon 
his  small  paternal  estate.  Some  doubted  this,  but 
all  agreed  that  he  had  abundance  of  money ;  and 
his  splendid  appearance  was  strongly  contrasted 
with  the  inferior  one  of  Odenisky,  as  they  both 
gallopped  along  the  side  alley  of  the  Prater,  on 
the  evening  we  before  mentioned. 

"  How  uncommonly  handsome  he  looks  to 
day,"  cried  the  Baroness,  addressing  Adelaide, 
abruptly,  as  their  carriage  drove  slowly  along 
the  centre  road. 

"  Alas  !  I  thought  him  pale  and  wasted," 
returned  the  fair  Countess. 

"  I  suspect  our  pronouns  do  not  refer  to  the 
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same  person ;  and  that  you  mean  Odenisky,  who 
is  positively  the  living  personification  of  Klop- 
stock's  spirit  of  darkness." 

"  Who  did  you  mean,  then  ?  " 
"  The  gay,  the  handsome,  the  animated  Sta- 
nislaus, whose  magnificent  train  of  domestics 
astonishes  even  our  German  nobles,  whilst  his 
pale,  thin  cousin,  with  his  hollow  cheeks,  and 
deep-set  eyes,  only  reminds  one  of  Goethe's 
Faustus;  that  single  servant  following  him, 
dressed  in  a  dingy  suit  of  faded  hue,  making 
an  admirable  Mephistocles." 

"  His  cheeks  do  look  hollow,"  said  Adelaide, 
sighing  ;  "  oh  when  will  fortune  cease  to  perse- 
cute us !  " 

"  Fortune  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  mat- 
ter, or  rather,  she  is  more  kind  to  him  than 
he  deserves ;  for,  though  she  casts  her  favours 
at  his  feet,  he  will  not  condescend  to  stoop  to 
pick  them  up  !  I  have  no  patience  with  either 
of  you." 

"  You  have  never  loved ;  and  you  cannot  en- 
ter into  our  feelings." 
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"  Thank  heaven  that  I  cannot ;  for  they  seem 
to  make  you  most  delightfully  miserable  !  " 

"  Odenisky  is  the  soul  of  honour ;  and  his 
very  faults  have  such  a  nobleness  about  them, 
that  I  would  not  wish  them  cured.'* 

"  And  so,  with  every  thing  in  the  world  to 
make  you  happy,  you  will  both  die  of  despair  ? 
What  a  pity  that  fortune  should  waste  her 
bounties  upon  such  a  couple  of  simpletons  !  " 

"  Yes,  we  shall  die  of  despair,"  said  Adelaide, 
solemnly ;  "  and  that  shortly,  if  no  remedy  can 
be  found  for  our  woes  !  " 

"  How  can  you  ever  expect  to  find  another 
remedy,  when  you  wilfully  reject  that  which 
is  directly  before  you.  I  perceive  the  observa- 
tion, that  nature  has  equitably  adjusted  the 
balance  of  human  happiness,  is  quite  correct ; 
for  those  who  have  no  real  troubles,  create  ima- 
ginary ones,  which  are  positively  the  worst  to 
bear;  just  as  vague  terrors  are  always  the  most 
horrible  ! " 

"  I  have  found  a  remedy,  however,  which  will 
neither  offend  Odenisky 's  feelings  nor  my  own." 
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**  What  is  it  ?  I  am  impatient  to  know  the 
secret !  " 

"  Odenisky  loves  me ;  and,  were  not  my  for- 
tune so  superior  to  his  own,  he  would  think 
himself  happy  to  become  my  husband." 

"  Agreed ;  but  all  Vienna  knows  that ;  and 
I  am  dying  for  the  secret !  " 

"  As  my  fortune  is  the  sole  obstacle  to  our 
happiness,  I  will  bestow  that  upon  you ;  and 
thus  reduce  myself  to  a  level  with  Odenisky." 

The  Baroness  laughed  excessively.  "  I  ad- 
mire your  plan  amazingly,"  said  she ;  "  only  I 
hope  that  you  will  not  retract,  after  you  have 
tried  it  for  a  fortnight." 

"  No,  I  have  thought  over  everything ;  and 
my  resolve  is  irrevocable." 

"  However,  as  people  must  eat,  and  wear 
clothes,  though  shopkeepers  are  so  unreasonable 
as  to  require  to  be  paid  for  what  they  part  with  : 
and,  as  generous  linen-drapers,  philanthropic 
milliners,  sentimental  bakers,  and  disinterested 
butchers,  are  rare,  may  I  be  so  bold  as  to  ask, 
how,  when  you  have  disposed  of  all  your  pro- 
perty, do  you  mean  to  live  ?  " 
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«<  We  will  go  to  England ;  and  there,  by  ex- 
ercise of  our  talents,  we  will  obtain  the  means  of 
subsistence." 

The  Baroness  laughed  immoderately.  "  Ad- 
mirable !  excellent ! "  cried  she :  "  What  a  la- 
mentable thing  it  is  that  you  did  not  live  in  the 
days  of  chivalry.  Your  virtues  are  quite  thrown 
away  in  this  stupid  age ;  and  you  are  born  at 
least  three  centuries  too  late  !  " 

"  Ridicule  is  not  argument,"  said  Adelaide, 
gravely. 

"  Nor  romance  wisdom,"  resumed  the  Baro- 
ness. "  Seriously,  my  dear  cousin,  I  love  you ; 
and  1  cannot  bear  to  see  you  throwing  your 
happiness  away  so  foolishly.  You  are  a  child, 
and  you  know  nothing  of  the  world ;  as  to  po- 
verty, you  have  not  the  slightest  idea  of  it.  All 
your  wants  have  hitherto  been  supplied;  and 
you  are  positively  as  ignorant  of  the  real  evils  of 
life,  as  the  princess,  who  was  quite  astonished  that 
people  were  so  silly  as  to  die  for  want  of  food; 
and  who  said,  that  sooner  than  be  famished  she 
would  eat  bread  and  cheese  !  1  have  had  a  little 
more  experience;  and,  before  I  married  your 
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cousin,  I  had  the  pleasure  of  living  a  few  months 
on  my  talents  —  in  England,  too ;  and  I  assure 
you  I  have  not  the  least  inclination  to  make  a 
second  appearance  in  that  character.  You  know 
my  father's  second  wife  had  an  intolerable  temper, 
and  my  maid,  who  was  'an  Englishwoman,  per- 
suaded me  to  elope;  so,  telling  me  that,  with 
my  talents,  I  could  not  fail  to  make  a  fortune  in 
London,  in  a  moment  of  irritation  I  con- 
sented ;  but,  alas !  I  soon  found  that  charming  a 
private  circle,  and  turning  my  acquirements  to 
account,  were  quite  different  things.  When 
talents  are  made  a  matter  of  bargain  and  sale, 
they  must  be  super-excellent,  or  no  one  will 
purchase  them ;  politeness  is  out  of  the  question. 
How  much  are  they  worth  in  the  market  ?  is  the 
cry;  and  —  " 

"  Hush  !  Odenisky  is  approaching  us.  Per- 
haps he  has  some  good  tidings  to  conununicate." 

"  What,  with  that  mournful  countenance? 
Oh  !  it  is  impossible." 

Odenisky  was  now  close  to  the  carriage.  He 
was  unusually  agitated ;  his  lips  quivered ;  and 
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he  had  evidently  great  difficulty  to  constrain 
himself  to  speak.     He  addressed  Adelaide : 

"  Will  you  grant  me  half  an  hour's  confer- 
ence this  evening?"  asked  he,  in  a  tremulous 
voice. 

"  Certainly !"  said  she,  alarmed  at  his  emotion. 

"  In  an  hour  you  shall  see  me.  Till  then, 
adieu ! "  He  spurred  his  horse,  and  immedi- 
ately gallopped  from  them. 

"  What  a  delightfully  mysterious  manner  !  " 
cried  the  Baroness.  "  Till  then,  adieu !  He 
would  make  an  admirable  hero  for  a  melodrama, 
and  might  certainly  turn  his  talents  to  account 
in  that  line ;  only,  I  believe,  the  minor  theatres 
do  not  pay  above  a  pound  a  week,  either  in 
London  or  Paris ;  and  you,  having  been  always 
used  to  have  some  scores  of  domestics  at  your 
command,  might  not  find  that  quite  enough  to 
live  upon.  To  be  sure,  he  is  above  six  feet 
high ;  and  might,  perhaps,  get  a  shilling  or  two 
more  upon  that  account." 

"  My  dear  Julia,  how  can  you  jest  upon  such 
a  subject !     I  am  certain  that  he  is  going  to 
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leave  me,  and  that  this  will  be  our  last  interview. 
Oh,  God  !  if  he  should  destroy  himself!" 

"  I  am  glad  that  idea  has  struck  you,  as  it 
may  make  you  more  reasonable.  Would  to 
heaven  you  would  act  like  a  rational  creature  !  " 

"  What  can  I  do,  Julia  ?  A  woman  must 
not  'unsought  be  won,'  as  the  English  poet 
says ;  and,  if  Odenisky  declines  my  hand,  I  can- 
not force  him  to  accept  it." 

"  True ;  a  third  person  must  speak  to  him. 
What  if  I — or,  better,  if  I  consulted  his  uncle, 
the  Aulic  Councillor  —  " 

"  Not  for  the  world — he  is  so  blunt — " 

"  So  much  the  better ;  he  will  sooner  come  to 
the  point.  I  will  seek  him  the  instant  we  get 
home.     It  can  do  no  harm  to  give  a  hint." 

"  Beware  —  do  not  say  too  much.  I  should 
die,  if  Odenisky  thought  —  " 

"  That  you  were  not  dying  for  him — I  under- 
stand." 

"  But,  Julia  —  " 

"  I  will  not  hear  another  word :  matters  are 
now  en  train^  and  I  will  not  have  them  deranged." 

Adelaide  sighed ;  but,  perhaps,  she  was  not 
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really  grieved  at  the  obstinacy  of  her  cousin ; 
and,  during  the  remainder  of  her  ride  home,  she 
occupied  herself  in  thinking  what  would  be  the 
result  of  the  interference. 

"  It  is  the  crisis  of  my  fate,"  thought  she; 
"and  yet  I  cannot  act,  either  to  accelerate  or  re- 
tard the  progress  of  events.  I  must  be  patient ; 
but,  alas  !  how  difficult  it  is  to  be  quiescent, 
when  I  know  the  happiness  of  my  whole  life  to 
be  at  stake." 

Never  did  hour  appear  so  long,  and  so  intole- 
rable, as  that  which  intervened  between  Ade- 
laide's reaching  home,  and  the  arrival  of  Oden- 
isky ;  and,  when  he  did  come,  he  looked  so  pale 
and  wan,  that  Adelaide  almost  fancied  him  the 
ghost  of  his  former  self.  She  looked  at  him  ear- 
nestly :  "  You  are  come  to  bid  me  farewell  for 
ever,"  cried  she,  almost  hysterically. 

"  I  am,  indeed,"  returned  he,  in  a  deep  hol- 
low tone,  which,  in  the  highly-excited  state  of 
her  nerves,  was  more  than  she  could  bear  with 
calmness,  and  she  burst  into  tears. 

"  Adelaide !  my  dearest  Adelaide !  "  cried 
Odenisky,  in  agony,   "  for  Heaven's  sake,   show 
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more  firmness.  I  cannot  bear  to  see  you  thus. 
I  find  that  my  resolution  faulters,  and  that  you 
have  only  to  command,  for  me  to  obey  impli- 
citly. But,  first,  hear  me.  If  I  stay,  I  shall  be 
degi'aded  in  my  own  eyes ;  and,  could  you  en- 
dure to  see  me  lingering  out  a  hated  life,  which 
even  your  smiles  could  not  enliven,  as  I  should 
feel  that  I  did  not  merit  them  ?  Could  you  bear 
to  see  me  wasting,  day  by  day,  a  prey  to  secret 
grief  r  Would  you  have  me  shrink  from  the 
society  of  my  equals,  because  I  felt  m3'self  sunk 
below  them  ?  Shall  1  submit  to  be  taunted  as 
an  Hungarian  fortune-hunter,  who  married  a 
rich  German  heiress,  only  to  shut  her  up  in  a 
gloomy  palace,  amidst  the  Carpathian  wilds  i  For 
there,  Adelaide,  would  I  live,  had  I  means  not  to 
disgrace  the  manes  of  my  illustrious  ancestors. 
Would  not  even  you  repine  at  the  gloom  and 
solitude  of  your  new  abode ;  and  would  not  a 
secret  thought  sometimes  steal  across  your  mind, 
that  with  your  fortune  you  deserved  another 
fate  ?  " 

"  Never,"  cried  Adelaide,  vehemently.     "  A 
desert  with   you   would   be  paradise,  and  my 
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wishes  would  never   roam    beyond    your   cir- 
cle." 

"  You  know  not  what  you  say ;  but,  even  if 
you  were  happy,  could  I  be  so  when  I  recol- 
lected the  scenes  from  which  I  had  taken  you, 
and  which  you  were  so  well  calculated  to  adorn." 

"  But  if  I  were  happy,  Odenisky,  would  you 
not  be  satisfied  ?  " 

"  I  should  never  fancy  you  so.  If  I  were 
rich,  and  I  could  make  my  palace  worthy  of 
your  residence,  I  should  feel  differently ;  but,  to 
employ  your  money  in  embellishing  a  desert ;  to 
know  that,  but  for  you,  I  could  not  maintain 
the  state  belonging  to  my  rank  —  oh  !  I  could 
not  endure  it  —  I  should  become  distracted  !  " 

Adelaide  was  shocked :  she  sympathized  with 
the  feelings  of  her  lover;  and,  to  soothe  him,  men- 
tioned the  plan  she  had  spoken  of  to  the  Ba- 
roness. 

Odenisky  started.  "  Oh,  God  ! "  cried  he, 
"  make  me  worthy  of  this  love.  No,  dearest 
Adelaide,  I  am  not  so  debased  as  to  avail  myself 
of  such  heavenly  kindness.  I  will  go,  and  win 
gold  to  throw  at  your  feet,  or  I  will  perish  in 
the  attempt." 
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He  then,  with  more  composure,  told  her  that 
he  was  determined  to  go  to  South  America,  in 
the  hope  that  he  might  obtain  wealth  in  that 
rich  country,  with  his  own  good  sword.  Ade- 
laide knew  nothing  of  the  world,  nor  of  its  poli- 
tical events ;  but  the  name  of  South  America, 
with  its  accompanying  ideas  of  mines  of  silver, 
mines  of  diamonds,  and  shores  strewed  with 
pearls,  recalled  the  vision  of  El  Dorado.  Hence, 
as  his  scheme  appeared  to  her  practicable,  she 
consented  to  his  departure;  and,  smiling  through 
her  tears,  she  hung  a  chain  of  gold,  from  which 
was  suspended  her  portrait,  round  his  neck,  be- 
seeching him  (as  if  that  were  needful !)  to  value 
it  more  than  the  treasures  of  Peru.  After  this, 
she  bade  him  tenderly  farewell ;  and  Odenisky, 
first  pressing  her  to  his  bosom,  and  vowing  eter- 
nal love,  tore  himself  away. 

The  tears,  which  Adelaide  had  endeavoured 
to  restrain  in  the  presence  of  her  lover,  flowed 
copiously  when  she  found  herself  alone ;  yet 
her  grief  was  softened,  though  unconsciously  to 
herself,  by  the  hope  that  the  mission  of  the  Ba- 
roness might  produce  some  effect. 
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CHAPTER  11. 


L'esprit  est  toujours  la  dupe  du  coeur. 

Rochefoucauld. 

The  Aulic  Councillor  was  a  man  such  as 
there  are  many:  he  was  good  natured,  and 
never  so  happy  as  when  he  was  obliging ;  only 
unfortunately  he  was  so  eager  to  do  good,  that 
he  generally  undertook  about  six  times  as  much 
as  he  could  perform;  and  the  different  affairs 
he  was  concerned  in,  became  consequently  so 
oddly  intermingled  in  his  brain,  that  he  could 
not  always  properly  distinguish  to  whom  they 
belonged.  Yet  every  body  agreed  that  he  was 
a  very  good  sort  of  man;  and,  excepting  that  he 
was  rather  too  credulous,  and  a  little  too  inqui- 
sitive, he  had  as  few  faults  as  generally  fall  to 
the  lot  of  mortals. 
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The  greatest  delight  the  Councillor  had  in 
the  world,  was  to  be  told  some  very  shocking 
story,  which  far  surpassed  all  ordinary  matters 
of  belief;  and  his  next  greatest  pleasure  was,  to 
be  asked  to  interfere  in  some  love  affair.  The 
Baroness  knew  this,  and  had  little  difficulty  in 
interesting  him  for  Adelaide  and  Odenisky. 

"  The  Prince  is  my  own  nephew,"  said  he ; 
"  and  if  I  do  not  marry  again,  he  will  inherit  all 
my  wealth." 

"  But  ifs  are  perilous  things  ;  and,  as  you  are 
very  likely  to  captivate  some  fair  one,  whom  you 
would  scarcely  drive  to  despair,  the  Prince  may 
have  little  chance." 

"  Do  you  think  me  likely  to  captivate  ?  " 
asked  the  Councillor,  smiling ;  "  I'm  afraid  you 
will  find  very  few  of  the  same  opinion." 

"  Half  the  beauties  in  Vienna  think  the 
same  as  I  do,"  returned  the  Baroness.  "  You 
are  too  modest,  my  lord." 

"  I  never  saw  any  symptoms." 

<*  Perhaps  you  gave  no  opportunity.  Women 
cannot  declare  all  they  feel." 

"  That  is  true ;  but  if  I  act  liberally  by  the 
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Prince,  may  I  not  diminish  my  own  chance  of 
success  ? '' 

"  That  woman  must  be  mercenary  who  would 
wed  you  for  gold.  Let  the  disagreeable  or  infirm 
buy  wives ;  you  have  other  means  to  win  them ; 
and  were  I  the  object  of  your  choice,  your  ge- 
nerosity would  be  alone  sufficient  to  gain  my 
heart." 

"  Would  it?  Then  I'll  seek  Odenisky  im- 
mediately. I  will  settle  a  handsome  income 
upon  him  now,  and  promise  him  the  rest  at  my 
death,  if  I  die  childless ;  for  you  know  I  ought 
not  to  bind  myself  too  strictly,  if  what  you  say 
be  true  !  " 

"  Certainly  not ;  for  I  repeat,  that  I  am  sure 
you  will  have  no  difficulty  to  find  a  wife,  if  you 
are  inclined  to  marry." 

"  Then  I  assure  you,  that  if  I  should  be  so 
happy  as  to  touch  a  youthful  heart,  and  to  have 
bright  eyes  deign  to  shed  their  lustre  on  the 
autumn  of  my  life,  I  should  indeed  be  blest." 

"  And  blest  would  she  be  also,  whom  you 
thought  worthy  of  your  hand." 

"  Say  you  so  ?  then — but  are  you  serious  ?  " 

"  Can  you  doubt  me  ?  Few  men  except  your- 
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self  would  be  so  incredulous.  However,  we  can 
talk  of  this  hereafter;  and  I  think  that  you 
should  now  seek  Odenisky,  as  I  fear  that  he 
means  instantly  to  quit  Germany,  and  an  hour's 
delay  may  be  fatal." 

"  Ah,  fair  lady  !  you  know  your  power  ;  I  fly 
at  your  command ;  and  from  henceforth,  I  as- 
sure you  that  I  shall  consider  your  slightest 
wish  as  an  irrevocable  law." 

The  delighted  Baroness  flew  back  to  Adelaide 
in  rapture.  "  Victoria  !  "  cried  she,  "  the  day's 
our  own  ;  and,  more,  I  verily  believe,  that  I  have 
made  a  conquest  myself !  " 

"  Ridiculous  !  the  Councillor  might  be  your 
grandfather." 

''  So  much  the  better;  I  shall  the  sooner  get 
rid  of  him.  Oh  !  if  you  had  but  seen  his  ten- 
der looks,  and  heard  his  melting  voice  !  " 

"  How  can  you  be  so  absurd !  I  am  dying 
with  anxiety.  Perhaps  Odenisky  may  be  gone ; 
perhaps  he  will  refuse  his  uncle's  bounty." 

"  Then  he  wdll  be  a  perfect  idiot.  No,  no ; 
if  Odenisky  really  loves  you,  there  can  be  no 
doubt." 

c  2 
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«0h!  that  odious  z/:*' 

The  Baroness  was  right;  the  Counsellor's 
negociation.  was  successful ;  and,  that  very  even- 
ing, the  delighted  old  man  heard  Adelaide  and 
Odenisky  plight  their  mutual  vows,  whilst  the 
Baroness  was  almost  wild  with  joy.  The  news 
spread  rapidly,  and  appeared  to  impart  univer- 
sal satisfaction.  There  was  one  person,  how- 
ever, to  whom  it  gave  the  acutest  anguish ;  and 
this,  strange  to  say,  was  Stanislaus. 

"  That  meddling  fool,"  said  he  to  Jatek,  his 
favorite  servant,  ^'  why  could  she  not  be  satis- 
fied with  taking  the  silly  old  Councillor  herself, 
without  interfering  with  Odenisky." 

"  It  is  reported  that  he  has  made  her  an 
offer,"  returned  Jatek. 

"  Which,  of  course,  she  is  not  fool  enough  to 
refuse  ?  " 

*'  I  suppose  not.  Few  persons  are  so  fond  of 
dependance  as  to  neglect  any  opportunity  of 
shaking  it  off." 

"  Curses  on  them  both  !  The  Councillor  is 
my  uncle,  as  well  as  the  uncle  of  Odeniskyj  and 
yet  he  settles  nothing  on  me." 
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"  Your  lordship  does  not  want  it/* 

"  Do  I  not  ?  I  wish  you  could  prove  that  I 
do  not.  I  have  been  too  extravagant  Jatek,  and 
I  must  recruit ;  my  wealth  is  gone." 

"  What  all  you  gained  from " 

"  Hush  !  breathe  not  that  name  to  the  winds. 
We  have  other  matter  now  to  think  of:  I  hate 
Odenisky,  and  I  love  Adelaide.  These  are 
sufficient  motives  to  rouse  me  to  revenge ;  and 
when  to  these  is  added,  that  Odenisky  is  my 
rival  in  fortune  as  well  as  love " 

"  Those  who  know  your  lordship  as  well  as  I 
do,  may  safely  predict  his  fall." 

Stanislaus  ground  his  teeth,  and  a  frown 
darkened  over  his  brow,  for  his  pride  could  ill 
bear  the  familiarity  of  his  domestic;  yet  was  he 
obliged  to  submit,  for  the  vicious  always  become 
the  slaves  of  those  whom  they  have  made  their 
tools. 

In  the  meantime  the  loves  of  Adelaide  and 
Odenisky,  and  those  of  the  Councillor  and  the 
Baroness,  went  on  without  a  single  shade  to 
cloud  the  brightness  of  their  sunshine.  The 
latter  pair,  indeed,  were  most  amusing  to  those 
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around  them;  for  the  Baroness,  half  in  jest, 
and  half  in  earnest,  tormented  her  poor  swain 
most  unmercifully ;  whilst  he,  scarcely  knowing 
whether  to  be  angry  or  pleased,  looked  like  a 
newly-caught  bear,  just  learning  the  first  rudi- 
ment of  those  accomplishments  which  were 
destined,  in  after  times,  to  delight  a  gazing  mob. 

Ere  the  preparations  for  the  marriage  were 
completed,  the  time  arrived  for  the  court  to  re- 
move to  Baden,  to  drink  the  waters ;  and  Ade- 
laide and  the  Baroness  prepared,  of  course,  to 
accompany  them.  In  fact,  this  appeared  so 
much  a  matter  of  coui-se,  that  Adelaide  did  not 
even  think  it  necessary  to  inform  Odenisky  of 
her  intention,  till  a  few  days  previously  to  that 
fixed  for  their  departure,  when  the  subject  was 
adverted  to  accidentally. 

Odenisky  had  a  splendid  palace  in  the  suburbs, 
which  had  fallen  into  decay,  but  which  the  mu- 
nificence of  his  uncle  now  enabled  him  to  repair ; 
and  he  wanted  to  have  the  opinion  of  Adelaide 
respecting  some  of  the  decorations. 

"  Will  you  drive  there  on  Thursday?"  asked 
he. 
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"  I  cannot,  for  on  Thursday  we  go  to  Baden." 

«  To  Baden  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Did  you  not  know  that  the  Emperor 
had  fixed  Thursday  ? '' 

"  Yes,  for  the  Court,  but  I  did  not  know  that 
you  meant  to  accompany  them." 

"  Why!  sha'n'tyou?" 

"  Alas  !  I  am  not  a  Court  butterfly,  ready  to 
flutter  after  the  Imperial  Family  in  all  their  mi- 
grations." 

"  I  suppose,"  observed  the  Baroness,  "  that 
tlie  true  reading  of  this  very  philosophical  re- 
flection is,  that  you  have  been  at  Baden  so  often, 
that  you  are  tired  of  the  rural  simplicity  of  the 
place." 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  never  was  there,  and  I 
dote  upon  simplicity." 

"  Never  was  there  ?  "  exclaimed  the  Baroness. 

"  Never  at  Baden  ?  "  echoed  the  Councillor. 

"  Were  you  really  never  at  Baden  ?  "  asked 
Adelaide. 

Odenisky  was  somewhat  confused  at  this  re- 
iteration, and  felt  mortified  at  the  astonishment 
which  he  saw  he  had  excited ;  particularly  as  he 
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was  conscious  that  the  true  reason  why  he  had 
never  visited  this  celebrated  watering-place  was 
his  poverty. 

"  Oh  you  must  go,"  continued  Adelaide  ;  "  I 
shall  have  such  pleasure  in  showing  you  the 
lions.  You  cannot  fancy  any  thing  more  lovely 
than  the  valley  of  St.  Helena.  Imagine  two 
tall  sombre-looking  rocks,  guarding  the  entrance 
to  a  romantic  dell,  where  sweetly- winding  walks, 
through  verdant  groves,  and  a  gently  murmur- 
ing stream,  which  meanders  beautifully  through 
the  trees,  invite  you  to  repose.  This  tranquil 
beauty,  however,  does  not  last  till  it  becomes  mo- 
notonous ;  for,  sometimes,  the  scene  is  changed, 
and  the  river,  swollen  by  the  mountain  torrents, 
chafes  and  frets  with  impotent  rage  against  its 
rocky  bounds,  whilst  the  ever- varying  clouds  as- 
sume a  thousand  different  shapes,  and  the  rocks 
frown  in  awful  majesty  through  the  gloom." 

"  What  a  description  !  "  said  Odenisky ;  "  I 
find  that  I  must  go." 

"  I  only  wonder  that  you  could  liesitate," 
said  the  Baroness,  «  the  valley  of  St.  Helena  is 
beautiful.     There  are  even  no  roads  to  destroy 


THE    TREASURE-SEEKER.  33 

the  illusion,  and  there  are  none  of  those  arti- 
ficial distinctions  which  render  even  the  inter- 
course of  friends  formal  in  large  towns.  St. 
Helena  is  only  accessible  on  foot,  and  it  reminds 
me  of  that  earthly  paradise,  described  in  an  old 
English  novel,  as  the  Happy  Valley  of  Abyssi- 
nia." 

In  such  a  spot,  love  delights  to  hold  his  court ; 
and  there  the  ardent  mind,  forgetting  the  stift' 
formalities  of  society,  might  almost  fancy  a  re- 
turn of  that  Golden  Age,  when  all  was  inno- 
cence and  happiness.  The  heart  opens  as  the 
eye  contemplates  the  tranquil  beauties  of  nature ; 
and  an  emotion  of  gratitude  to  our  Creator 
mingles  with  kindness  and  rrood  will  to  our  fellow 
creatures ;  and  then  it  is,  that  our  feelings  are 
most  susceptible,  for  hills  and  dales,  and  woods 
and  fountains,  are  calculated  to  inspire  passion 
even  in  the  coldest  breast.  How  then  must  ro- 
mantic lovers,  like  Adelaide  and  Odenisky,  have 
enjoyed  the  scene  !  They  wandered  for  hours 
together  in  the  lovely  groves,  and  by  the  mur- 
muring streams,  enjoying  "  silence, — that  lan- 
guage of  enraptured  hearts,"— or  exchanging 
c5 
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thoughts  as  to  their  future  life ;  each  astonished 
to  find  that  the  ideas  thus  communicatedj  seemed 
but  the  echo  of  the  other's  mind  ! 

Nothing  could  be  more  enchanting  than  the 
mode  of  life  at  Baden ;  after  the  company  had 
visited  the  baths,  they  walked,  rode,  or  played 
at  billiards,  till  dinner ;  after  which,  they  as- 
sembled in  groups  under  the  trees,  and  amused 
themselves  with  dancing,  tableaux,  proverbes,  or 
lesjeux  inrwceMS.  Society  seemed  suddenly  di- 
vested of  all  formality ;  the  people  lived  together 
as  members  of  one  large  family,  and  their 
amusements  were  those  of  children.  Love  de- 
lights in  petty  mysteries;  and,  though  the  Prince's 
passion  was  now  well  known,  and  openly  avowed, 
he  delighted  to  express  it  by  a  thousand  varied 
and  mystical  devices.  A  bouquet,  the  flowers 
of  which  were  so  arranged  as  to  convey  a  hidden 
meaning ;  poetry,  which  Adelaide  alone  could 
properly  understand,  and  parties  of  pleasure,  so 
constructed  as  to  gi'atify  her  taste  widiout  ap- 
pearing to  have  consulted  it,  were  continually 
devised ;  whilst  Adelaide  felt  all  these  delicate 
attentions,   and  lier   liappiness   was   complete : 
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though  in  the  meantime,  the  Baroness  and  the 
Councillor,  whose  passion  was  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent nature,  amused  themselves  in  tormenting 
each  other  incessantly. 

The  Baroness  was  right  in  supposing  that 
she  had  won  the  Councillor's  heart,  when  she 
pleaded  the  cause  of  Odenisky.  The  old  gen- 
tleman was  enchanted  with  her  flattery;  and, 
fancying  that  she  was  dying  for  him,  made  her 
at  last  a  formal  offer  of  his  hand.  The  Baro- 
ness laughed,  wondered  how  he  could  ever  think 
of  such  a  thing,  and  at  last 

**  Declaring  she  would  ne'er  consent — consented." 

Preparations  instantly  began,  and  it  was  soon 
agi'eed  that  the  marriage  of  the  Aulic  Coun- 
cillor should  take  place  at  the  same  time  as  that 
of  his  nephew ;  and  that  both  should  be  cele- 
brated immediately  on  their  return  to  Vienna. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


He  grappled  with  him,  the  moon  shining  brightly  forth,  as 
if  to  show  the  unequal  struggle ;  the  aged  man  was  overpowered, 
and  his  throat  pressed  ahnost  to  suffocation  by  the  fiend. 

Mrs.  Hall's  Sketches  of  Irish  Character. 


The  time  was  fast  approaching  for  the  Court 
to  return  to  Vienna;  when,  one  morning,  Lisette, 
Adelaide's  maid,  rushed  into  her  mistress's  room 
in  the  greatest  agitation. 

"  Oh  my  lady  !  my  dear  lady,"  cried  she; 
^*  Heaven  protect  us,  he  is  murdered." 

"  Who  ?  '*  exclaimed  Adelaide,  starting  up, 
and  turning  of  a  death  like  paleness. 

"  The  Councillor,  Prince  Odenisky's  uncle." 

"  Poor  Julie  !  where  is  she  ?  Does  she  know 
this  ?  "  asked  Adelaide,  who,  though  grieved  by 
the  intelligence,  was  yet  sensibly  relieved  to  find 
that  it  was  not  Odenisky  himself.  She  was  an- 
swered by  the  Baroness  in  propria  persona,  who, 
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unable  to  speak,  threw  herself  into  the  arms  of 
her  friend,  and  sobbed  upon  her  shoulder. 

The  news  was  but  too  true.  The  Aulic  Coun- 
cillor had  wandered  out  the  preceding  evening, 
after  receiving  a  note,  and  having  left  word  that 
he  might  not  return  till  morning ;  thus  his  ab- 
sence had  excited  no  alarm,  and  his  death 
might  have  remained  some  days  unknown,  had 
not  his  body  been  accidentally  found  by  some 
labourers  going  to  their  work.  The  place  where 
he  lay  was  a  deep,  sequestered  glen,  shut  in  by 
overhanging  rocks  and  trees,  and  with  a  brat- 
tling water-fall  so  near,  that  his  cries  must  have 
mingled  with  its  roar.  It  was  the  very  spot  for 
murder,  and  was  shaded  by  a  constant  gloom, 
being  almost  impervious  to  the  light  of  the  sun. 

It  appeared  that  the  victim  must  have  been 
allured  to  the  spot  by  the  fatal  note,  (which, 
however,  was  no  where  to  be  found,)  it  being 
quite  out  of  the  ordinary  track;  and  he  had 
evidently  struggled  violendy,  for  the  ground 
was  beaten  and  torn  up  by  several  footsteps,  as 
though  two  persons  had  there  had  a  mortal 
conflict.     The  long  grass  was  wet  with  blood, 
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and  as  the  marks  of  the  murderer's  fingers  were 
deeply  indented  upon  the  victim's  throat,  he 
seemed  to  have  still  survived  his  many  ghastly 
wounds,  and  that  at  last,  life  had  been  violently 
pressed  out  from  its  fortress.  One  deep  stab 
between  the  shoulders  showed  the  cowardly 
manner  in  which  he  had  been  first  attacked, 
and  had  it  not  accidentally  taken  a  slanting  di- 
rection, it  would  most  probably  have  occasioned 
instant  death.  His  watch,  and  even  his  money, 
were  untouched,  and  not  the  slightest  trace 
could  be  discovered  of  his  murderer. 

It  is  necessary  to  have  lived  in  a  circle  like 
Uiat  at  Baden,  where  each  individual  knows 
intimately  every  one  of  the  crowd  surrounding 
him;  where  no  one  has  any  occupation  save  a 
tedious  routine  of  ceremonies,  which  make, 

"  Each  day  appear  the  shadow  of  the  past ;" 

where  human  beings  seem  changed  into  auto- 
mata, or  fantoccini,  moving  without  any  volition 
of  their  own,  and  where  minds  are  never  roused 
into  action,  save  upon  extraordinary  occasions; 
to  be  able  properly  to  estimate  the  value  of  so 
wonderful  a  story  as  that  of  the  murder  of  the 
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Councillor,  merely  as  a  new  topic  of  conversa- 
tion ;  and  at  least  a  dozen  different  versions  of 
the  story  obtained  credit  amongst  different  par- 
ties. 

In  the  mean  time  the  Councillor's  death  was 
most  sincerely  lamented  by  both  Adelaide  and 
Odenisky ;  whilst  the  Baroness,  who,  notwith- 
standing the  difference  in  their  ages,  had  become 
really  attached  to  him,  from  his  kindness  and 
complete  devotion  to  herself,  now  mourned  him 
as  a  husband. 

Time,  however,  softens  all  things,  and  occu- 
pation is  a  never  failing  cure  for  grief.  The 
Councillor  had  provided  handsomely  for  the 
Baroness,  and  had  left  the  whole  remainder  of 
his  property  to  Odenisky,  whose  time,  of  course, 
was  completely  occupied  in  arranging  the  neces- 
sary forms  for  taking  possession.  The  most 
diligent  search  was  made  for  the  murderer,  but 
without  success;  and  all  the  new  information 
which  could  be  gained  on  the  subject,  was  from 
a  child  who  had  found  the  body  when  searching 
for  whortle-berries,  and  who  had  led  the  la- 
bourers to  tlie  spot.     This  infant  witness  de- 
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clared,  that  the  unfortunate  counsellor  was  not 
quite  dead,  when  first  discovered ;  but  had  ex- 
pired in  trying  to  articulate  something  of  which 
the  words,  "  my  nephew"  were  alone  intelli- 
gible. Never  were  longer  commentaries  built 
upon  a  slight  text,  than  were  devised  from  these 
words,  which  nevertheless  seemed  merely  to  im- 
ply that  his  nephew  Odenisky's  happiness  was 
the  sole  thought  that  occupied  him  in  his  last 
extremity.  The  real  case,  however,  that  Stanis- 
laus was  the  nephew  meant,  and  that  the  poor 
old  man  had  but  too  much  reason  to  call  upon 
his  name,  was  not  even  thought  of.  The  very 
circumstance  of  his  relationship,  seemed  to 
have  been  forgotten ;  and,  notwithstanding  the 
number  of  different  stories  which  were  current 
respecting  the  affair,  the  name  of  Stanislaus 
passed  unmentioned  in  all.  It  is  time  now  to 
explain  the  truth. 

When  Stanislaus  found  that  all  the  plans 
which  he  had  laid  to  persuade  his  romantic  cou- 
sin to  leave  Germany,  were  rendered  abortive 
by  the  interference  of  the  Baroness  and  the 
Councillor,  he  was  highly  indignant ;  and,  when 
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he  learnt  that,  in  addition  to  this,  his  uncle  had 
entirely  forgotten  him  in  the  disposition  of  his 
property,  he  vowed  revenge. 

"  Fool  !  dotard  !  "  cried  he  in  his  rage  ; 
"  They  shall  not  triumph  thus  !  They  shall 
all  repent  having  incurred  my  anger,  and  they 
shall  suffer  for  having  injured  me  ;"  at  this  mo- 
ment, several  claimants  for  money  increased  his 
passion  to  a  frightful  excess ;  and  the  idea,  tliat 
if  he  had  the  same  allowance  as  Odenisky,  he 
might  avoid  these  annoyances,  came  with  re- 
doubled bitterness  over  his  mind ;  in  short,  he 
soon  worked  himself  up  to  the  belief,  that  his 
uncle  had  most  cruelly  wronged  him,  and  that 
he  was  fully  justified  in  seeking  revenge. 

The  poor  Councillor,  however,  was  innocent 
of  the  slightest  intention  of  treating  either  of 
liis  nephews  with  injustice,  and  the  sole  reason 
of  his  excessive  liberality  to  Odenisky  was, 
that  he  supposed  Stanislaus  to  be  already 
amply  provided  for;  though  in  reality  the 
Polish  count,  having  become  possessed  of  an  im- 
mense property  by  murdering  an  old  man,  in 
whose  house  he  had  been  quartered  near  Leipsig, 
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had  only  invented  the  story  of  the  Opal  Mine,  to 
give  a  colour  to  his  sudden  acquisition  of  wealth. 
It  is  a  common  observation,  that  money  viciously 
obtained,  is  always  soon  dissipated ;  and  Stanis- 
laus was  an  example  of  the  truth  of  the  re- 
mark. Notwithstanding  the  wealth  he  had  ac- 
quired, his  passion  for  gaming  soon  made  him 
penniless ;  and,  as  he  could  not  endure  to  be 
tormented  with  duns,  and  had  exhausted  all  his 
resources,  he  resolved  to  follow  his  uncle  to 
Baden  ;  and,  throwing  himself  upon  his  mercy, 
to  beg  him  to  relieve  his  necessities. 

He  went  to  Baden  accordingly ;  and,  finding 
his  uncle  from  home,  followed  the  path  pointed 
out  as  that  which  he  had  taken.  The  road 
wound  through  a  thick  grove ;  and,  as  Stanislaus 
was  slowly  treading  his  way  through  its  devious 
mazes,  he  suddenly  found  his  progress  stopped 
by  an  impenetrable  mass  of  briars  and  under- 
wood, and  discovered  that  what  he  had  taken 
for  the  main  road,  was  merely  a  kind  of  verdant 
cul  de  sac,  or  recess,  to  which  there  was  no 
opening  save  the  one  by  which  he  entered. 
Vexed  at  this  blunder,  he  was  preparing  gloomily 
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to  retrace  his  steps,  when  he  heard  the  voices  of 
his  uncle  and  friends,  laughing  and  talking  as 
they  passed  along,  at  a  little  distance  from  the 
place  where  he  stood.  Never  did  the  tone  of 
mirth  sound  more  discordantly  to  his  ears.  He 
could  not  bear  to  meet  them,  for  he  felt  that  his 
frame  of  mind  was  ill  suited  to  harmonize  with 
theirs ;  and  hiding  himself  in  a  thicket,  he 
watched  the  gay  group  pass  by  him,  with  much 
the  same  sensations  as  those  with  which  Milton 
has  described  Satan  gazing  upon  Adam  and 
Eve  in  Paradise.  The  feelings  of  Stanislaus 
were  indeed  stung  to  madness,  as  he  gazed  on 
the  fond  looks  of  Adelaide  and  Odenisky ;  and 
he  rushed  from  the  spot  with  the  passions  of  a 
demon  burning  in  his  heart.  Neither  the  thick 
underwood,  nor  the  rocky  and  uneven  ground 
presented  any  further  impediment  to  his  career ; 
he  burst  through  every  restraint,  and  rushed  on, 
till  at  length,  panting  w^ith  exertion,  he  found 
himself  in  a  deep  secluded  glen,  shaded  by  em- 
bowering trees,  where  he  threw  himself  upon  the 
ground  in  despair.  The  solitude  of  the  spot 
however,  soon  soothed  his  agitated  spirits ;  for 
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the  long  thick  grass  showed  that  it  was  seldom 
trodden  by  human  feet ;  and  a  waterfall,  which 
foamed  and  dashed  against  the  rocks  that  op- 
posed its  passage,  seemed  to  his  heated  imagi- 
nation, to  be  a  fitting  emblem  of  his  fate.  The 
sun  was  sinking  behind  the  hills,  and  its  last  rays 
shone  through  the  sparkling  waters,  as  through  a 
prism,  tinging  them  with  the  brightest  tints, 
till  they  shone  like  a  shower  of  sparkling  gems, 
diffusing  a  refreshing  coolness  through  the  air. 

Stanislaus  found  his  mind  gradually  become 
composed  as  he  gazed  upon  the  splendor  of 
these  natural  beauties ;  and,  as  reason  resumed 
her  empire  over  his  soul,  he  determined  upon  a 
more  collected  plan  of  action.  He  now  resolved 
to  write  to  his  uncle,  and  to  beg  a  private  inter- 
view near  the  spot  where  he  then  was,  instead 
of  seeking  him  publickly ;  as  he  found  that  he 
could  not  bear  either  to  see  the  happiness  of 
Adelaide  and  Odenisky,  or  endure  that  the  sa- 
tirical Baroness  should  know  his  fallen  condi- 
tion. 

Relieved  by  having  made  up  his  mind  as  to 
what  plan  he  should  pursue,  he  next  sought  for 
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some  place  where  he  could  write  his  note,  and 
where,  if  necessary,  he  might  find  a  lodging  for 
the  night. 

A  beautiful,  romantic-looking  cottage,  which 
was  perched  like  an  eyrie  amongst  the  rocks, 
seemed  an  admirable  place  of  refuge ;  and  Sta- 
nislaus bent  his  steps  thither,  to  implore  shelter 
and  refreshment.  The  solitary  dwelling  was 
inhabited  only  by  an  old  woman  and  her  son, 
a  thin,  delicate  looking  lad,  who  appeared  inca- 
pable of  sustaining  any  labour,  save  that  of  tend- 
ing a  she-goat,  the  sole  pet  of  his  widowed  mo- 
ther and  himself. 

This  helpless  pair  willingly  gave  shelter  to 
the  wanderer.  They  were  poor,  and  conse- 
quently hospitable ;  for,  alas  !  hospitality  is  ge- 
nerally found  in  an  inverse  ratio  to  the  means  of 
supporting  it.  Stanislaus  asked  for  pen,  ink, 
and  paper,  which,  wonderful  to  relate,  his  mi- 
serable hostess  possessed  the  power  of  furnishing 
him  witli ;  and,  when  he  had  written  the  letter,  he 
asked  the  boy,  if  he  would  carry  it  to  the  Coun- 
cillor. Tlie  boy  bowed  in  token  of  assent,  but 
only  made  a  strange,    unintelligible  noise  in  his 
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throat,  which  seemed  to  imply  that,  though  he 
understood  what  was  said,  he  was  unable  to  re- 
ply to  it. 

"  Poor  fellow  ! "  said  his  mother  :  "  he  was 
struck  dumb  with  terror  in  a  fearful  thunder- 
storm ;  but  he  will  do  your  bidding  notwithstand- 
ing, for  he  knows  every  word  you  tell  him." 

Stanislaus  could  scarcely  forbear  smiling  at 
the  truly  maternal  feeling  which  impelled  the  cot- 
tager to  praise  so  warmly  her  unfortunate  child's 
remaining  powers ;  and,  after  a  moment's  con- 
sideration, he  gave  him  the  letter.  He  then 
seated  himself;  and,  partaking  of  the  humble  re- 
freshment afforded  by  this  poor  retreat,  he  so 
liberally  rewarded  his  poor  hostess,  that  he  may 
be  literally  said  to  have  made  "  the  widow's 
heart  sing  with  joy." 

The  Councillor  happened  to  be  alone  when 
he  received  the  note;  and  as  it  merely  stated 
that  Stanislaus  was  in  trouble,  and  begged  his 
uncle's  assistance,  the  good-natured  old  man  im- 
mediately followed  the  dumb  messenger  to  the 
cottage.  But  Stanislaus,  who  wished  their  in- 
terview to  have  no  witnesses,  led  the  way  to  the 
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fatal  glen,  and  then  in  a  few  words  declared  his 
necessities. 

"  I  am  very  sorr}'/'  said  the  old  man,  sitting 
down  upon  the  stump  of  a  fallen  tree ;  "  but  I 
cannot  help  it.  'Tis  all  your  own  fault.  If  I 
had  known  you  were  poor,  it  might  have  been 
different ;  so  you  see  what  a  bad  thing  it  is  not  to 
act  openly.  Deceivers  are  always  deceived  in 
the  end,  and  truth  will  come  out  at  last ;  and 
so  —  " 

««  Will  you  assist  me?"  exclaimed  Stanislaus, 
fiercely  interrupting  him.  The  Polish  Count 
had  been  striding  vehemently  to  and  fro  across 
the  long  grass,  whilst  his  uncle  continued  speak- 
ing ;  but  now  he  stopped  short,  and  such  a  sa- 
vage expression  gleamed  over  his  face,  that  the 
old  man  felt  alarmed,  particularly  as  it  was 
night,  though  not  dark ;  for  the  soft  twilight  of 
a  summer's  evening  only  shrouded  objects  in  a 
shadowy  veil,  without  shutting  them  entirely 
from  the  sight.  This  indistinctness,  however, 
increased  the  Councillor's  terrors;  the  form  of 
Stanislaus  seemed  dilated  to  gigantic  magnitude, 
and,  as  the  superstitions  of  his  youth  recurred 
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to  his  memory,  he  half  doubted  whether  some 
demon  had  not  assumed  his  nephew's  form. 

"  I  think  I  had  better  go,"  said  he,  rising. 

"  You  never  stir  from  hence  till  you  have 
answered  me,"  said  Stanislaus,  laying  his  hand 
upon  his  arm. 

The  Councillor  felt  as  though  the  fingers 
which  grasped  him  were  of  iron,  and  a  cold 
shuddering  ran  through  his  frame. 

"  Will  you  save  me  ? "  repeated  Stanislaus, 
in  a  milder  tone :  "  Will  you  rescue  me  from 
misery  and  despair?  A  small  sum  from  your 
well-filled  coffers  will  save  my  life  —  nay,  my 
soul — from  destruction.     Will  you  refuse  it?" 

"  I  am  very  sorry,"  began  the  Councillor, 
taking  the  note  of  Stanislaus  from  his  pocket, 
and  opening  it;  "  but  I  can  do  nothing  for  you. 
In  fact,  if  I  had  known  what  you  wanted,  I  tell 
you  candidly,  that  I  should  not  have  come ;  but 
your  note  says  nothing  of  the  sort.  I  thought 
you  had  been  fighting  a  duel,  or  —  " 

"Dotard!"  cried  Stanislaus  violently,  and 
striking  the  note  out  of  his  hand.  "  Will  you 
help  me?" 
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The  Councillor  stood  aghast.  He  looked 
round,  and  seeing  only  the  steep  crags  and  thick 
trees,  by  which  they  were  shut  out  from  morta] 
ken,  and  which  now  seemed  still  more  dark  and 
gloomy  from  the  thickening  shades  of  evening, 
the  profound  solitude  of  the  place  struck  him 
with  indefinable  dread,  and  he  felt  his  heart 
sink  within  him. 

"  It  is  getting  cold,"  said  he,  shivering. 
"  This  heavy  dew  will  be  bad  for  my  rheuma- 
tism." 

He  was  again  attempting  to  go,  but  Stanis- 
laus threw  himself  before  him.  "  Stay,"  said  he, 
"  you  SHALL  answer  me  !  " 

"  I  tell  you,  I  can  do  nothing  for  you,"  re- 
plied the  old  man.  "  I  have  already  given  half 
my  income  to  your  cousin ;  and  I  must  leave 
something  for  myself,  particularly  as  I  am  about 
to  marry :  I  may  have  a  family." 

"  Old  fool !  "  muttered  Stanislaus. 

The  Councillor's  spirit  was  roused.  "And 
let  me  tell  you,  young  man,"  said  he,  "  that, 
even  if  I  were  disposed  to  do  any  thing  for  you, 
this  violence  would  prevent  it.     Dotard  as  you 

VOL.    III.  D 
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call  me,  I  am  not  such  a  fool  as  to  be  bullied 
out  of  my  money  by  a  young  reprobate,  even 
though  he  does  chance  to  be  my  nephew." 

"  Beware  ! ''  cried  Stanislaus,  his  lips  turning 
white,  and  every  limb  quivering  with  passion ; 
"  I  am  a  desperate  man." 

"Nay,  more,"  continued  the  Councillor; 
his  anger  increasing  every  moment :  "  You  shall 
repent  this  outrage.  If  there  be  law  or  justice 
in  Vienna,  you  shall  be  punished  for  daring  to 
insult  me." 

Stanislaus  still  trembled  with  rage ;  he,  how- 
ever, bit  his  lips,  and  constrained  himself  to 
speak.  "  Then  you  will  give  me  nothing  ? " 
said  he,  in  a  deep  suppressed  tone. 

"  Nothing,"  replied  the  Councillor,  positively. 

"But  you  shall;"  cried  Stanislaus,  and 
drawing  his  sword,  he  rushed  upon  his  uncle. 
The  Councillor,  however,  who,  though  old,  was 
a  powerful  man,  put  by  the  thrust,  and  closing 
upon  his  nephew,  threw  him  on  the  ground ; 
then  wresting  the  sword  from  his  grasp,  he  threw 
it  far  away ;  and  rising  gave  his  hand  to  Stanis- 
laus to  raise  him  also. 
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"  Go,  young  man  !  "  said  he ;  "  it  was  a  base 
action  to  attack  an  unarmed  old  man,  and  when 
you  were  in  my  power,  you  deserved  to  die : 
nay,  even  now,  I  believe  that  you  have  forfeited 
your  life,  if  I  were  to  enforce  the  law;  which, 
however,  I  shall  not  do,  as  I  cannot  embrue  my 
hands  in  tlie  blood  of  my  sister's  son.  Go,  I 
will  conceal  what  has  passed  :  but  you  must  leave 
Germany  immediately,  and  for  ever.  Hold, 
you  have  no  money,  you  say.  Here,  take  this 
(giving  him  a  bill  of  exchange).  Now  go,  and 
repent." 

He  again  turned,  leaving  Stanislaus,  (who,  till 
he  offered  him  the  money,  seemed  turned  to 
stone,)  in  a  state  which  defies  description.  Rage, 
mortification,  and  revenge,  boiled  in  his  veins  : 
"  Shall  1  bear  this,  and  live? ''  muttered  he  ;  and 
then  drawing  a  dagger  from  his  breast,  he  sprang 
after  his  uncle,  and  plunged  it  into  his  back. 
The  old  man  staggered  a  few  paces,  and  then 
turned  to  struggle  with  his  murderer ;  but,  sick 
with  his  wound,  and  fainting  from  loss  of  blood, 
his  strength  fliiled,  and  he  fell.  Stanislaus 
knelt  upon  his  breast ;  and,  griping  his  throat 
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with  a  hand  of  iron,  had  nearly  dispatched  him, 
when  a  shrill  and  unnatural  cry  rang  in  his 
ears ;  he  sprang  from  the  body,  and  looked 
wildly  round  ;  but  the  death-rattle  in  the  throat 
of  his  victim,  was  the  only  human  sound  which  met 
his  ears,  and  he  almost  fancied  the  scream  which 
he  had  heard,  was  that  of  the  water-kelpie,  sent 
to  warn  him  from  his  purpose :  the  next  instant, 
however,  he  saw  a  figure  spring  from  the  cliffs, 
and  attempt  to  grapple  with  himself,  though  a 
few  moments  ended  the  unequal  contest,  for 
Stanislaus  was  in  the  full  vigour  of  his  strength, 
and  could  have  crushed  to  atoms  the  puny  and 
delicate  form  of  his  assailant.  He  forced  him 
on  his  knee,  and  pressing  his  hand  upon  his 
shoulder,  gazed  on  his  face,  when  he  was  asto- 
nished to  find  that  it  was  the  dumb  boy  who  had 
been  his  messenger  to  the  Councillor. 

"  Prying  fool ! "  said  he,  "  thy  fate  be  on 
thine  own  head;"  and  he  lifted  up  the  fatal  dag- 
ger in  the  act  to  strike. 

**  Spare  him !  spare  him  !  "  cried  the  aged 
mother,  rushing  from  the  rock,  behind  which 
she  had  been  concealed,  and  throwing  herself  at 
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his  feet :  "  Stranger !  not  three  hours  have 
passed,  since  you  came  to  my  house  hungry 
and  tired ;  I  took  you  in,  and  gave  you  all  my 
cottage  afforded :  will  you  repay  me,  by  taking 
the  life  of  my  only  son  ?  " 

Stanislaus  paused;  his  passion  was  passed, 
and  he  sicicened  at  the  thought  of  shedding 
more  blood ;  yet  these  people  might  betray  him. 
The  woman  saw  his  hesitation : 

"  Oh  spare  him  !  Spare  my  heart's  darling  ! " 
cried  she ;  "  I  have  nursed  him  through  all  his 
afflictions  till  now ;  and  he  is  dearer  to  me  than 
myself.  Not  an  hour  since  I  implored  blessings 
on  your  head :  do  not  make  me  invoke  curses." 

"  Swear  never  to  betray  me,"  exclaimed  Stan- 
islaus, "  and  you  shall  be  safe." 

"  I  swear,"  shrieked  the  poor  woman,  in  a 
transport  of  delight. 

"  That  is  not  enough,"  said  Stanislaus ;  and, 
tiiking  a  crucifix  from  his  bosom,  he  dictated  a 
horrible  oath,  which  he  made  her  repeat,  and 
then  kiss  the  holy  image.  The  dumb  boy  knelt 
by  her  side;  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  and 
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his  head  bent  downwards,  till  the  oath  was  end- 
ed, when  he  also  kissed  the  crucifix. 

*'  I  am  satisfied,"  said  Stanislaus,  and  in- 
stantly fled  from  the  glen. 

The  mother  and  son  no  sooner  found  them- 
selves alone,  than  they  rushed  into  a  close  em- 
brace, and  clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  wept 
profusely,  and  offered  heartfelt  thanks  to  the 
Almighty  Being  who  had  rescued  them  from  the 
impending  danger.  After  indulging  in  their 
feelings,  however,  for  a  short  time,  the  horrors 
of  the  fearful  place  they  were  in,  recurred  to 
their  minds ;  and  trembling,  and  holding  closely 
to  each  other,  they  prepared  to  return  home. 
The  mother  shuddered  as  she  felt  the  ground 
slippery  beneath  her  feet,  for  she  feared  that  it 
was  wet  with  blood ;  and,  as  she  went  slowly  and 
cautiously,  scarcely  daring  to  tread  on  such  hor- 
rid footing,  she  tumbled  over  something  hard, 
which  lay  hidden  amongst  the  long  grass.  It 
was  the  sv/ord  which  the  Councillor  had  wrested 
from  Stanislaus,  and  then  thrown  away.  She 
hastily  took  it  up,  and  looking  wildly  round,  to 
see  if  any  other  witness  remained  of  the  dread- 
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ful  act  which  had  been  just  committed,  she 
saw  the  fatal  note,  and  secured  that  also,  as  she 
hoped  it  might  afford  some  clue  to  explain  what 
had  passed ;  and  then,  with  her  son,  hastened 
from  the  spot,  without  daring  to  approach  tlie 
unfortunate  Councillor,  whom  they  supposed 
quite  dead. 

It  may  easily  be  imagined  witli  what  agitation 
the  widow  and  her  son  listened  to  the  various 
reports  which  were  circulated  the  following  day, 
respecting  the  strange  occurrence  that  had  taken 
place ;  many  of  their  neighbours  were  rigorously 
examined  ;  but  the  real  witnesses  of  the  deed  es- 
caped suspicion,  from  their  retired  lives  and  evi- 
dent incapacity ;  whilst  the  solemn  oath  she  had 
sworn,  sealed  the  mother's  mouth,  and  the  poor 
boy  had  not  the  power  to  disclose  the  fatal  se- 
cret, even  if  he  had  wished  it.  The  words  that 
the  dying  man  was  said  to  have  uttered,  and 
what  she  had  herself  overheard,  gave  the  widow 
strange  suspicions,  which  came  very  near  the 
truth.  The  letter,  however,  she  was  unable  to 
decypher,  and  she  was  obliged  to  leave  the  ex- 
planation of  the  mystery  to  time. 
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"  We  will  keep  the  sword  and  the  letter  at 
any  rate,"  said  she  to  her  son ;  "  they  may  be 
useful  some  time,  for  murder  will  out,  and  my 
mind  misgives  me  strongly,  that  the  poor  old 
gentleman  was  either  the  father  or  the  uncle  of 
that  unnatural  wretch  who  killed  him.  How- 
ever, we  must  say  nothing ;  or,  rather,  I  must  be 
as  dumb  by  choice,  as  God  has  thought  fit,  in 
his  holy  wisdom,  to  make  thee." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


To  whom  the  fairy  world  is  fresh,  the  sky 
A  glory,  and  the  earth  one  huge  delight. 

Robert  Montgomery. 

In  the  meantime  the  preparations  for  the 
nuptials  of  Adelaide  and  Odenisky  proceeded 
rapidly,  and  it  was  not  possible  for  the  most 
lively  imagination  to  picture  happiness  more 
intense  than  tliat  which  they  enjoyed.  Perhaps 
no  period  of  life  is  so  truly  happy  as  the  few- 
months  which  generally  intervene  between  be- 
trothment  and  marriage ;  for  dien,  the  fears  at- 
tending the  earlier  season  of  courtship  have 
vanished,  and  the  cares  of  wedlock  have  not 
yet  commenced.  Odenisky  and  Adelaide  en- 
joyed these  delicious  moments  without  a  single 
cloud,  save  those  produced  by  the  unceasing 
melancholy  of  the  Baroness,  and  the  occasional 
remembrance  of  the  unhappy  fate  of  the  Coun- 
D  5 
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cillor.  This  last  indeed  was  rapidly  wearing 
away,  as  irremediable  griefs  seldom  oppress 
long,  those  who  would  otherwise  be  happy. 
But  the  distress  of  the  Baroness  gave  Adelaide 
the  greatest  pain.  Opposite  as  were  their  dis- 
positions, they  were  yet  united  by  such  a  strong 
alFeclion  that  the  suffering  of  one  could  not  fail 
to  affect  the  other,  even  in  a  moment  of  the 
brightest  sunshine  ;  and,  notwithstanding  Ade- 
laide's devotion  to  Odenisky,  her  love  could  not 
make  her  forget  her  friend. 

"  Try  to  rouse  yourself,  my  dear  Julie,"  said 
she,  the  evening  before  the  day  fixed  for  her 
marriage ;  "  I  shall  think  it  an  ill  omen  if  you 
do  not  smile  upon  me.*' 

"  Alas  !   I  shall  never  smile  again.'' 

"  Is  it  possible  that  you  can  grieve  so  bitterly 
for  the  loss  of  a  man  whom  you  could  not  love ; 
and  whom  we  have  so  often  lauMied  at?  " 

"  That  is  the  very  reason ;  for,  though  I  did 
at  last  begin  to  love  him,  notwithstanding  his 
age,  that  is  not  the  sole  cause  of  my  giief.  I 
principally  regret  that  I  ever  turned  him   into 
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ridicule,  and  made  such  an  ill  return  for  his  af- 
fection." . 

"  I  should  not  have  thought  you  so  sensitive," 
said  Odeniskvj  who  now  entered  the  room. 

"  What  !  have  you  overheard  us  ?  ''  asked 
Adelaide. 

"I  have;  and  I  think  that  you  are  quite  right  in 
urging  your  cousin  to  throw  off  her  unretison- 
able  dejection ;  for  we  must  positively  have  no 
grief  to-morrow." 

"  My  sorrow  m\l  last  during  the  remainder 
of  my  life,"  said  the  Baroness;  "and  I  think 
that  it  only  grows  more  intense  with  time." 

"  I  am  surprised  at  that,"  observed  Odenisky, 
"  as  our  loss  is  irremediable,  and  it  has  always 
been  my  opinion,  that  all  violent  emotions  soon 
burn  themselves  out,  unless  hope  supplies  them 
widi  fuel." 

"  How  can  grief  be  fed  with'  hope  ?  " 

••  In  all  cases,  when  our  afflictions  are  such  as 
may  last  an  indefinite  time,  or  may  be  relieved 
by  some  almost  impossible  chance,  or,  in  short, 
in  any  of  the  various  horrors  of  suspense,  hope 
adds  to  the  pangs  which  we  endure ;  for  though 
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the  mind  can  adapt  itself  in  time  to  any  certain 
calamity ;  when  the  full  extent  of  its  sorrows  are 
unascertained,  it  generally  finds  them  insup- 
portable." 

"  Reason  is  of  no  use  when  applied  to  grief; 
for  it  cannot  operate  till  our  feelings  are  sub- 
dued, and  the  moment  we  can  think  calmly  of 
any  subject  we  are  beginning  to  forget  our  sor- 
sow." 

"  The  Councillor  was  both  my  uncle  and 
my  benefactor,  yet  I  am  consoled  for  his  loss.^' 

"  But  you  have  other  feelings  to  occupy 
your  mind,  for  it  would  indeed  be  paying  Ade- 
laide a  bad  compliment  not  to  be  engrossed  with 
her  image  now.'* 

"  Now,  and  for  ever  ! " 

"  So  say  all  lovers ;  though  I  fear  that  their 
passion  does  sometimes  want  a  little  of  the  fuel 
you  were  talking  of  to  keep  it  alive.'* 

"We  will  falsify  your  judgment,  for  our 
passion  shall  live  when  hope  shall  be  no  more. 
Oh  that  to-morrow  would  arrive  !  " 

The  following  morning  was  gloomy.  Ade- 
aide  had  a  restless  night,  disturbed  by  frightful 
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dreams,  and  when  the  Baroness  entered  her 
chamber  she  was  shocked  at  her  paUid  looks. 

"  My  dearest  cousin,"  cried  she,  "  what  can 
be  the  meaning  of  this  ?  Methinks  you  want 
cheering  now  more  than  I." 

"I  own  that  I  am  sad,"  rephed  Adelaide: 
**  but  it  is  the  weather,  and  I  have  slept  ill.'* 

"  'Tis  true : 

*  Tlie  morning  lours — 
And  heavily  with  clouds  brings  on  the  day,' 

as  the  English  poet  expresses  it ;  but  that  is  not 
enough  to  account  for  those  palUd  cheeks  and 
languid  eyes." 

"  You  will  laugh  at  me,  if  I  tell  you  what  has 
really  affected  me." 

"  How  unreasonable  you  are!  Yesterday  you 
complained  of  my  tears ;  and  now,  when  I  am 
sporting  smiles  on  purpose  to  obhge  you,  you 
tell  me  that  you  fear  my  laughter  !  " 

"  I  had  a  horrid  dream." 

"  Oh  then  I  will  not  hear  it ;  I  hate  dreams  1 " 

Adelaide  sighed,  and  looked  through  the  win- 
dow to  hide  her  emotion.  It  did  not  rain ;  but 
a  dark  cloud  hung  over  the  city,  and  the  wind 
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howled  gloomily  through  the  streets,  carrying 
with  it,  every  instant,  whole  columns  of  dust,  till 
the  suburbs  looked  quite  enveloped  in  a  dense 
vapoury  atmosphere,  which  seemed  to  portend 
some  frightful  calamity. 

"  My  lady  is  very  sad,  is  she  not,  madam  ?  " 
said  Lisette,  Adelaide's  little  French  maid,  whilst 
attiring  her  mistress  for  her  nuptials.  "  Ah  ! 
how  different  she  looks  to  a  French  young  lady, 
when  she  is  going  to  be  married  !  Though,  in- 
deed, I  think  even  her  happiest  moment  is  the 
night  before,  when  la  corheille  de  mariage  arrives. 
Ah  !  qiCil  est  beau  ce  moment  Id  ;  all  the  ladies, 
friends  of  the  fiancee,  are  assembled,  and  they 
crowd  round  the  beautiful  little  basket,  lined 
with  white  satin,  and  decked  with  bows  of  rib- 
band, so  impatient  to  see  what  it  contains.  First, 
they  take  out  the  veil  de  la  mariee  ;  then,  the 
most  beautiful  lace  in  all  die  world ;  then,  I 
don't  know  how  many  dozen  pairs  of  gloves : 
then,  the  jewels;  then,  the  cachemires ;  then,  the 
crown  auxfleurs  dorange  ;  and  then,  at  the  bot- 
tom, a  purse  of  gold,  with  a  ring,  and — " 
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"  Hold  !  hold  !  Lisette,  for  mercy's  sake  ;  my 
spirits  are  quite  oppressed." 

"  Mo?i  Dieu,  Madame !  Is  it  possible  that 
you  do  not  love  M.  le  Prince  ?  " 

"  I  love  him,  Lisette ;  but  I  fear,  lest  some 
unforeseen  event — " 

Lisette  began  humming  to  herself  the  refrain 
of  an  old  song : 

*'  Tlie  fears  of  the  bride  will  pass  away, 
Like  clouds  that  fly  from  the  god  of  day  !  " 

"  You  are  really  intolerably  familiar,  Lisette," 
said  the  Baroness;    "your  lady  spoils  you.*' 

"  My  lady  knows  that  I  would  not  offend  lier 
for  the  world.     I  adore  her,  and — " 

"Hush!  hush!  Lisette,"  said  Adelaide;  "make 
no  protestations,  unless  you  m.ean  to  keep  them, 
for  a  strange  presentiment  tells  me  that  they  will 
be  put  to  the  test." 

When  the  whole  apparel  of  the  bride  was  ar- 
ranged, and  she  descended  to  the  apartment 
where  her  intended  bridegroom  was  waiting  for 
her,  it  was  remarked  afterwards,  that  he  was  even 
more  agitated  than  herself,  though  she  exhibited 
her  full  share  of  maidenly  trepidation ;  that  he 
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showed  a  nervous,  restless  anxiety,  to  have  tlie 
ceremony  begin,  and  that  when  it  was  concluded 
he  strained  his  lovely  bride  in  his  arms,  with  al- 
most frantic  eagerness,  exclaiming,  "  Now  you 
are  mine,  come  what  may  !  *' 

Though  these  circumstances  were  commented 
on  afterwards,  they  excited  no  astonishment  at 
the  time  ;  as  they  seemed  only  natural  in  a  fondly 
attached  bridegroom,  who,  after  many  difficul- 
ties, was  being  at  length  united  to  the  object  of 
his  choice,  and  happiness  seemed  to  pervade 
every  bosom.  Even  the  Baroness  was  enlivened 
by  the  scene ;  and,  half-forgetting  her  sorrows, 
joined  in  the  gaiety  which  reigned  around.  In 
short, 

*'  Bright  as  the  sun,  when  through  an  April  shower, 
He  breaks  in  splendid  majesty  supreme, 
Clothing  the  skies  with  glory,  and  the  trees 
With  myriad  liquid  gems  :  thus  their  love, 
Beam'd  o'er  her  sadness,  and  dispell'd  the  gloom." 

The  newly-married  pair  determined  to  spend 
the  honeymoon  at  a  palace  which  Adelaide  pos- 
sessed about  forty  miles  from  Vienna,  and  which 
nature  and  art  had  combined  to  render  a  perfect 
Elysium.     The   Baroness  accompanied   them. 
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and  a  portion  of  her  former  liveliness  returned 
with  her  knowledge  of  their  happiness ;  whilst 
they  found  their  owti  bliss  increased  by  her  par- 
ticipation. The  chateau  had  extensive  gardens, 
with  a  romantic  lake,  and  hills,  dales,  and 
groves;  in  short,  all  the  adjuncts  requisite  to 
render  such  a  place  delightful. 

In  this  garden  the  happy  triad  delighted  to 
wander  in  an  evening,  to  breathe  the  fragrance 
of  the  flowers,  and  to  watch  the  light  fleecy 
clouds  that  scudded  across  the  moon ;  partially 
veiling  her  splendour,  but  adding  new  charms 
to  her  beauty.  Nothing,  indeed,  could  be  more 
enchanting  than  that  lovely  moonlight;  the  soft 
rays,  shedding  o'er  the  trees  a  brighter  green, 
and  dancing  on  the  liquid  silver  of  the  lake,  gave 
every  thing  an  illusive  charm  which  was  lost  in 
the  bold,  garish  brilliancy  of  day,  and  Adelaide 
was  never  so  happy  as  when  indulging  in  these 
rambles.  One  niglit,  particularly,  when  she 
stood  with  her  husband  and  her  friend  on  the 
banks  of  the  pellucid  lake,  enjoying  the  stillness 
of  the  hour,  her  bosom  felt  bursting  with  its  own 
delight ;  and  she  exclaimed,  "  Oh  !  my  Oden- 
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isky !  what  have  I  done  to  deserve  this  tran- 
sport ?     I  am  too,  too  happy  !  " 

"  No  happiness  can  be  too  great  for  my  Ade- 
laide," said  the  adoring  husband." 

"  And  yet  I  can  understand  Adelaide's  feel- 
ings," rejoined  the  Baroness ;  "  for  an  uninter- 
rupted train  of  prosperity  is  so  generally  fol- 
lowed by  misfortunes,  that  one  almost  trembles  to 
enjoy  it.  Do  you  not  remember  that  an  ancient 
sovereign  of  Egypt  declined  the  friendship  of 
a  king,  who,  he  was  afraid,  was  destined  to  some 
heavy  calamity,  because  he  recovered  a  valuable 
ring  which  he  had  cast  into  the  sea,  by  the  fish 
that  had  swallowed  it  being  caught,  and  pre- 
sented to  him." 

"  But,  even  if  ill  fortune  does  await  us,"  said 
Odenisky,  "  1  do  not  think  that  we  ought  to 
suffer  the  dread  of  it  to  embitter  our  present 
happiness ;  for  every  hour  that  we  positively  en- 
joy is  a  boon  snatched  from  the  hands  of  fate, 
of  which  no  after-sorrows  can  deprive  us." 

"  I  believe  you  are  right ;  and,  since  your  pre- 
sent bliss  cannot  last,  you  ought  to  enjoy  it  to 
the  utmost." 
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"Not  last,  Julie?"  exclaimed  Adelaide,  some- 
what reproachfully. 

"  Love  like  yours  is  too  vehement  to  endure 
long  in  its  first  fury.  But,  even  if  it  did,you  cannot 
expect  to  be  able  always  to  indulge  it.  Your 
rank  and  fortune  give  you  duties  to  perform ; 
and  when  you  return  to  town,  a  thousand  re- 
sti:aintswill  intervene,  which  you  cannot  shake  off, 
and  which  will  ofraduallv  lessen  the  time  that 
you  will  be  able  to  spend  in  each  other's  society. 
Oh  !  depend  upon  it,  if  the  parties  have  the 
slightest  particle  of  romance  in  their  composi- 
tions, all  love-affairs  go  on  much  better  in  the 
country  than  in  town." 

"  If  you  think  that  our  happiness  depends 
upon  our  being  in  the  country,"  said  the  Prince, 
"  we  may  have  some  hopes  of  its  continuance ; 
for,  even  when  we  leave  this,  (after  making  a 
very  short  stay  at  Vienna,)  Adelaide  has  pro- 
mised to  accompany  me  to  Hungary." 

"  Oh  !  take  me  also.  You  two  are  my  world, 
and  I  would  follow  you  to  the  Antipodes  rather 
than  lose  you  ;  besides,  I  think  I  should  like  Hun- 
gary." 
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"  It  will  have  the  charm  of  novelty  at  any 
rate.  My  estates  form  a  little  kingdom,  well 
peopled  with  vassals,  who  will  be  ready  to  fall 
down  and  worship  their  lovely  queen." 

"  I  have  heard  that  your  mountain-scenery  is 
very  fine ;  nay,  terrifically  grand." 

"  Our  mountains  have  indeed  many  singula- 
rities, and  they  are  partly  peopled  by  two  very 
remarkable  races  of  men,  both  peculiar  to  the 
place,  and  these  are  the  Treasure-Seekers,  and 
the  Jewel-Hunters." 

"  Pray  explain." 

"  The  first  are  a  set  of  miserable  beings,  who, 
having  heard  a  wild  legend  that  many  of  the 
followers  of  Alaric  the  Goth,  fled  from  Italy 
after  his  untimely  death,  laden  with  the  gold 
and  jewels  which  they  had  pillaged  from  Rome; 
and,  fearing  to  excite  the  avarice  of  their  coun- 
trymen by  exhibiting  their  ill-gotten  wealth, 
they  buried  it  in  our  mountains.  They  after- 
wards returned  to  the  West,  and  being  all  slain 
in  the  wars  in  Lombardy  and  Spain,  their  trea- 
sures have  remained  ever  since  unclaimed." 

"  But  not  unsought,  it  seems  —  " 
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*«  By  no  means ;  for  hundreds  of  wretches 
spend  their  lives  in  seeking  them,  subsisting  on 
the  precarious  bounty  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
valleys,  and  undergoing  hardships  which  can 
scarcely  be  conceived." 

"  I  wonder  that  they  persevere,  since  they 
find  nothing.'* 

"  Legends  of  the  occasional  discovery  of  im- 
mense riches  are  frequently  circulated;  but  I 
believe  they  only  serve  as  a  cover,  adopted  by 
those  peasants,  who  are  connected  with  banditti, 
as  an  excuse  for  their  suddenly  acquired  wealth." 

"  What  a  description  you  give.  I  declare  I 
am  quite  terrified.     Are  not  you,  Adelaide  ?  " 

"  I  fear  nothing  when  I  am  with  Odenisky." 

"  Bravo !  Have  you  ever  found  any  of  the 
treasures,  Prince  ?  " 

"  I  have  two  already." 

"  Adelaide  and  myself,  I  suppose.  How 
gallant?'' 

*«  Not  so  much  so  as  you  imagine ;  for  I 
should  have  said  three,  and  included  you." 

"Pray  gratify  my  curiosity,  and  soothe  my 
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mortified  vanity,  by  telling  me  what,  or  rather 
who,  surpasses  me  in  your  affections  ?  " 

"  Surely  you  don't  mean  Branscha  ?  "  cried 
Adelaide. 

"  No ;  though  he  is  a  noble  creature,  and  one 
of  the  last  specimens  of  the  old  Hungarian  breed 
of  water-dogs.  I  alluded  to  an  inanimate  object. 
Do  you  remember  this  chain,  Adelaide?  "  show- 
ing the  one  she  had  given  him  when  she  believed 
him  going  to  South  America,  and  which  he  wore 
constantly  round  his  neck.  "  I  call  this  my 
Peru!'' 

Adelaide  blushed. 

"  What  does  that  mean  ? "  exclaimed  the 
Baroness.  "  I  see  there  is  a  mystery,  and  I  am 
dying  to  know  what  it  is." 

"  There  is  no  mystery ;  save  that  Adelaide 
once  gave  me  a  chain  which  I  will  never  part 
with  whilst  I  have  life." 

"  My  dearest  Odenisky  !  " 

"  My  beloved  Adelaide  !  " 

"  Malheureuse  that  I  am,''  cried  the  Ba- 
roness; "  I  began  to  feel  quite  de  trop ;  being 
my  first  appearance  in  that  character." 
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Odenisky  prepared  to  reply,  but  raising  his 
eyes  to  the  face  of  Adelaide,  he  was  horror-struck 
to  behold  her  pale  and  motionless. 

"  Good  God  !  what  is  the  matter  ?  "  cried  he. 

Adelaide  could  not  reply ;  but  pointed  to  the 
alley  behind  him.  Odenisky  turned,  and  found 
himself  surrounded  by  armed  men,  who  seized 
him  as  a  prisoner.  The  Baroness  screamed, 
and  flew  to  Adelaide,  who  still  remained  inca- 
pable of  speech  or  motion. 

"What  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  said  Ode- 
nisky.    "  I  have  committed  no  crime.*' 

"  I  hope  your  highness  will  be  able  to  prove 
your  innocence,"  said  the  chief,  bowing  respect- 
fully ;  "  but  there  is  a  heavy  charge  brought 
against  you." 

"What  is  it?" 

The  man  hesitated,  and  looked  at  the  ladies. 
"  Had  not  your  highness  better  wait  ?  " 

"  No,"  cried  Odenisky,  impatiently;  "  I  have 
no  concealments ;  tell  me  immediately." 

"  Your  highness,  then,  is  charged  with  the 
murder  of  your  uncle,  the  late  Aulic  Council- 
lor," said  the  man. 
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Odenisky  turned  pale,  and  staggered  a  few 
paces  like  one  struck  by  a  heavy  blow. 

"  I  was  not  prepared  for  this,"  said  he,  at 
length ;  "  but  I  am  innocent.  God  knows  that 
I  am  innocent." 

"I  trust  that  your  highness  will  be  able  to 
prove  that  satisfactorily,"  returned  the  stranger ; 
"but you  must  now  come  with  me." 

Odenisky  looked  at  his  wife,  clasped  her  in  his 
arms  in  silence,  and  then  motioned  to  his  guard 
that  he  was  ready.  Adelaide  gazed  on  them 
with  beating  heart  and  straining  eyes,  till  they 
were  shut  out  from  her  sight  by  the  embow- 
ering trees,  and  then,  bursting  into  a  passion  of 
tears,  she  threw  herself  upon  the  shoulder  of  the 
Baroness,  sobbing,  "  My  dream !  my  fatal 
dream ! " 
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CHAPTER  V. 


Lighter  than  air,  Hope's  brilliant  visions  fly, 
If  but  a  summer-cloud  obscure  the  sky  : 
If  but  a  beam  of  sober  Reason  play, 
Lo  !   Fancy's  fairy  frost-work  melts  away. 

Rogers. 

When  Stanislaus  fled  from  the  fatal  glen, 
the  idea  of  saving  himself  was  the  only  one 
predominant  in  his  mind ;  and  he  employed  his 
servant  Jatek,  (whom  he  was  obliged  to  make 
his  confidant,)  to  spread  a  report  that  he  was 
gone  to  South  America.  The  tale  was  cre- 
dited; and  even  Odenisky  believed  that  his 
cousin  had  pui'sued  that  track  which  he  had 
once  marked  out  for  himself.  Stanislaus,  how- 
ever, had  no  such  intention.  Two  passions  yet 
remained  ungratified  in  his  breast — love  and 
revenge ;  and,  as  soon  as  the  first  fears  for  his 
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own  safety  were  appeased,  they  occupied  all  his 
thoughts. 

Jatek  was  his  willing  tool;  and,  by  his  direc- 
tions, this  wretch  accused  Odenisky  of  having 
murdered  his  uncle,  in  order  to  obtain  that  part 
of  his  fortune  which  the  old  man  had  reserved  for 
himself.  Jatek  further  pretended,  that  Ode- 
nisky had  attempted  to  bribe  him  to  aid  in  the 
crime,  which  he  refused,  though  he  was  acci- 
dentally a  witness  of  the  deed  which  he  was  un- 
able to  prevent. 

The  case,  shocking  as  it  was,  appeared  only 
too  probable.  The  victim's  dying  words ;  Oden- 
isky's  evident  agitation;  his  impatience  respecting 
the  celebration  of  his  marriage;  and  the  immense 
benefit  which  he  derived  from  his  uncle's  death, 
all  corresponded  so  well  as  to  leave  scarcely  a 
doubt :  and  orders  were  sent  forth  for  his  arrest. 
We  have  already  stated  how  they  were  carried 
into  eflPect.  The  shock  which  Adelaide  had  re- 
ceived was  almost  too  much  for  her  to  endure ; 
and  she  was  conveyed  to  Vienna  in  a  state  little 
short  of  frenzy.  Her  life,  indeed,  had  hitherto 
been  so  prosperous,  that  she  was  little  prepared 
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for  SO  sudden  and  violent  a  reverse ;  and  the 
Baroness  almost  feared  that  her  reason  would 
give  way  beneath  the  immoderate  indulgence  of 
her  grief.  Suddenly,  however,  she  became  quite 
calm,  and  some  of  her  friends  flattered  them- 
selves that  she  was  already  beginning  to  be  re- 
conciled to  her  fate ;  but  the  Baroness  knew  her 
better. 

"  No,"  said  she,  to  the  old  Prince  Von  Rovin- 
bach,  who  was  not  only  a  near  relation,  but  was 
also  warmly  attached  to  the  unfortunate  Ade- 
laide ;  "  she  is  only  meditating  some  project." 

"  But  of  what  nature  can  it  be  ?  "  asked  he. 
"  She  cannot  hope  to  save  her  husband  without 
a  trial ;  and,  even  if  she  could,  she  ought  not : 
for  since  he  has  been  accused,  he  should  be 
properly  acquitted ;  and  I  declare,  that  though 
I  would  almost  give  my 3  to  sava  him ,  I  would 
open  his  prison-door,  if  I  had  the  key." 

"Do  you  think  him  in  danger?"  asked  the 
Baroness. 

"I  am  convinced  of  his  innocence;  but  it 
may  be  difficult  to  prove  it.  My  only  hope  is 
in  tempting  the  avarice  of  his  accuser.  I  have 
E  2 
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seen  Odenisky,  and  I  am  sorry  to  find,  that  he 
cannot  recollect  where  he  was  that  evening.  He 
thinks  he  was  walking  with  you  and  Adelaide." 

"  No ;  we  had  been  out  with  him  and  the 
Aulic  Councillor,  and  we  had  promised  to  go 
out  again ;  but,  when  we  returned,  I  remember 
I  found  that  my  pretty  Fanchon  had  broken  her 
leg ;  or  rather  had  had  it  broken  by  the  care- 
lessness of  my  maid.  I  was  in  despair,  and  Ade- 
laide would  not  leave  me ;  so  the  Prince  went 
out  again,  with  only  his  favourite  dog  Branscha." 

"  How  unlucky  !  However,  I  will  see  what 
can  be  done ;  and  for  God's  sake  take  care  of 
Adelaide.  I  would  not  have  her  see  her  hus- 
band on  any  account.  Both  should  be  kept 
quiet." 

The  Baroness  went  to  Adelaide  as  soon  as 
the  Prince  was  gone,  and  was  delighted  to  find 
her  much  better.  She  spoke,  for  the  first  time 
since  the  fatal  moment  when  she  saw  the  officers 
of  justice ;  and  she  now  seemed  calm  and  deli- 
berate. 

"  I  was  wrong  to  give  way  to  agony,  Julia," 
said  she.  "  We  cannot  resist  fate.  I  was 
warned ;  but  I  would  not  listen  to  the  voice  of 
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my  guardian-angel.  That  dream — but  I  will 
not  think  of  it." 

"  I  am  surprised  that  a  woman  of  your  sense 
should  let  a  dream  weigh  upon  your  mind  !  " 

"  I  do  not  know ;  yet  it  was  singular,  very 
singular!  I  thouorht  of  it  at  the  moment  when — " 
she  stopped,  and  a  violent  shuddering  ran 
through  her  whole  frame.  After  a  short  pause, 
however,  she  continued :  "  I  have  now  only  one 
wish,  and  that  is,  to  see  my  husband." 

The  Baroness  was  silent.  Adelaide  looked 
at  her  earnestly. 

"  If  he  is  forbidden  to  see  any  one,  surely  his 
wife  is  an  exception.  Or,  even  if  they  do  forbid 
me,  the  Prince  Von  Rovinbach  has  power." 

"My  dearest  Adelaide,  do  not  think  of  it; 
you  are  too  ill." 

"  At  least,  ask  the  Prince." 

"  It  is  better  to  tell  you  the  whole  truth.  He 
lias  just  ordered  me  to  prevent  your  seeing 
Odenisky,  if  you  should  wish  it.*' 

Adelaide  did  not  reply ;  and,  indeed,  relapsed 
into  her  former  gloomy  silence,  for  the  disap- 
pointment was  most  bitter.    Odenisky  was  every 
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thing  to  her ;  and,  though  she  trembled  at  the 
idea  of  his  guilt,  she  felt  that  still,  guilty  or  in- 
nocent, he  was  her  husband ;  and,  as  such,  dearer 
to  her  than  all  the  world. 

Perhaps  no  situation  is  more  agonizing  than 
to  know  that  those  we  love  labour  under  a  load 
of  obloquy  from  which  we  cannot  free  them ; 
and  woman's  love  is  particularly  tenacious  on 
this  point,  for  the  object  of  her  passion  is  a  god 
whom  she  worships,  and  before  whom  she  would 
have  all  the  world  bend  the  knee.  Bitter,  in- 
deed, arfe  the  feelings  of  the  young  and  enthu- 
siastic, when  they  find  that  they  have  been  mis- 
taken in  their  homage,  and  that  the  idol  they 
have  set  up  is  a  mere  painted  image,  owing 
its  brightest  decorations  to  the  glowing  colours 
of  their  own  fancy :  after  such  a  disappointment 
they  lose  all  confidence  in  dieir  own  judgment, 
and  like  an  elastic  substance,  the  mind  recoils 
upon  itself  with  a  force  proportioned  to  that 
with  which  it  was  distended.  Then  it  is  that 
suspicion  spreads  its  hateful  veil  over  mankind, 
and  tinges  every  object  with  its  livid  hue,  till 
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all  creation  wears  an  aspect  of  gloom  and  deso- 
lation. 

These  were  the  sensations  of  Adelaide ;  from 
her  the  sun  of  nature  seemed  to  have  withdrawn 
its  light,  and  the  whole  world  appeared  enveloped 
in  a  sombre  cloud;  whilst  the  only  thought 
which  saved  her  from  the  apathy  of  despair  was 
her  consciousness  of  the  imminent  danger  of  her 
husband,  and  her  determination,  if  possible,  to 
save  him  though  the  difficulty  was  to  know  what 
steps  to  take.  Adelaide  hajd  an  enterprising  spi- 
rit, and  great  personal  courage ;  but  as  yet  the 
powers  of  her  character  had  never  been  called 
into  action.  She  had  never  been  placed  in  any 
trying  situation,  and  her  judgment  had  not  been 
strengthened  by  experience.  She  thus  knew  not 
what  to  do,  and  dreaded  lest  by  imprudence  she 
should  injure  Odenisky,  instead  of  serving  him  ; 
his  honour  was  almost  as  dear  to  her  as  his  life, 
and  she  feared  lest  any  plan  she  might  devise  to 
save  the  one  should  compromise  the  other. 

In  this  dilemma,  she  had  wished  to  see  her 
husband,  in  order  that  she  might  be  guided  by 
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his  commands,  and  the  Baroness's  refusal  drove 
her  to  despair. 

"Cruel  Julie,"  thought  she;  "perhaps  she 
even  rejoices  that  a  victim  is  about  to  be  sacri- 
ficed to  the  manes  of  the  Councillor." 

This  thought  steeled  her  heart  against  her 
friend,  and  she  determined  not  to  let  her  have 
tlie  slightest  idea  of  the  project  which  now  oc- 
cupied all  her  thoughts.  The  escape  of  Lava- 
lette  was  then  recent,  and  a  sudden  thought 
had  flashed  across  Adelaide's  mind  that  she 
might  imitate  the  conduct  of  his  heroic  wife. 
From  the  moment  this  idea  struck  her,  she  pon- 
dered on  it  incessantly,  till  she  had  contrived 
the  means  for  carrvinjy  it  into  execution.  Li- 
sette  was  her  sole  confidant ;  and,  by  means  of 
bribes,  she  persuaded  the  gaolers  to  promise  her 
mistress  admittance  to  her  husband  in  the  dead 
of  niojht.  Adelaide  was  in  a  state  of  dreadful  aoji- 
tation  from  the  moment  she  heard  of  this  promise 
till  that  appointed  for  her  enterprise ;  indeed, 
such  a  pause  is  agony,  for  the  mind  can  ill  bear 
suspence,  when  wound  up  to  a  high  pitch.  The 
hours  seemed  endless,  and  Adelaide  frequently 
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thought  the  clock  upon  her  toilette  had  ceased 
going.  At  length  the  time  drew  near ;  the  Ba- 
roness had  bidden  her  unhappy  cousin  adieu  for 
the  night ;  and  every  creature  slept  through  the 
whole  of  Adelaide's  vast  palace,  save  Lisette  and 
herself.  Slowly,  likely  a  criminal,  she  crept 
through  her  splendid  halls ;  and  looked  sadly 
round  at  their  marble  columns  and  painted 
ceilings.  What  to  her,  then,  were  their  costly 
furniture ;  their  immense  looking-glasses  reach- 
ing from  the  ceiling  to  the  floor;  their  brocaded 
curtains,  trimmed  with  fringe  of  gold  ;  and  their 
massive  chandeliers,  loaded  with  innumerable 
ornaments.  Alas  !  all  this  magnificence  seemed 
but  a  mockery  to  its  unhappy  mistress ;  and  she 
felt  how  worse  than  useless  is  wealth  when  the 
mind  is  ill  at  ease.  Lisette  did  not  dare  to  pass 
by  the  errand  entrance,  lest  they  should  disturb 
the  house.  She  therefore  cautiously  guided  her 
mistress  to  a  secret  door,  which  was  only  used 
by  the  domestics  for  their  private  egress. 

Adelaide   breathed    more    freely  when    she 
found  herself  in  the  street :  the  stones  of  which 
she  then  trod,  for,  perhaps,  the  first  time  in  her 
E  5 
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life,  for  no  female  of  rank  ever  walks  in  Vienna. 
This  feeling  of  strangeness  was  increased  by  the 
profound  silence  which  reigned  around;  for 
Vienna  slumbered  like  a  city  of  the  dead.  The 
streets,  indeed,  looked  quite  different  to  what 
they  did  by  day ;  for  night  changes  the  aspect 
of  even  the  most  well-known  objects.  Adelaide 
trembled ;  and  Lisette,  creeping  closely  to  her 
mistress,  whispered  her  fears. 

"  How  high  the  houses  seem,  and  how  deso- 
late every  thing  looks.  I  declare  I  scarcely 
know  where  I  am." 

"  O,  Lisette  !  remember  that  I  depend  upon 
your  guidance." 

"  I'm  right,  now,  I  remember  that  turning. 
How  still  it  is.  I  don't  think  that  there  is  a  human 
being  awake  in  the  whole  city  except  ourselves." 

Adelaide  could  not  reply ;  and,  with  trembling 
steps,  she  followed  her  conductress  in  perfect  si- 
lence till  they  were  both  startled  by  the  deep 
bell  of  the  cathedral  proclaiming  midnight. 
The  solemn  tones  thrilled  through  every  nerve, 
and  they  clung  closely  together  quite  unable  to 
proceed.  Soon,  all  again  was  still ;  save  the  dull 
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blows  Struck  upon  the  ground  by  the  heavy 
bludgeons  of  the  watchmen,  as  they  slowly  pre- 
ambulated  their  rounds.  Adelaide  and  Lisette 
waited  till  they  had  passed,  and  then  again  re- 
sumed their  perilous  enterprize.  Adelaide  shi- 
vered ;  for  now  a  piercing  blast  whistled  shrilly 
through  the  deserted  streets,  and  she  almost 
fancied  that  human  shrieks  were  mingled  with 
the  sound.  A  chill  seemed  to  sink  to  her  heart, 
and  she  wrapped  her  large  mantle  closely  round 
her  trembling  limbs,  to  shield  them  from  that 
cold  eastern  wind,  which,  after  sweeping  the 
vast  plains  of  Hungary,  comes  laden  with  blights 
and  agues  to  Vienna.  This  simple  action  in- 
creased her  woe ;  for  she  recollected  whose  hand 
had  been  accustomed  to  perform  such  offices, 
and  the  feeling  of  desolation  oppressed  her  heart 
with  such  new  bitterness  that  she  burst  into 
tears.  Lisette  tried  in  vain  to  soothe  her;  and 
she  continued  to  weep  profusely  till  she  reached 
the  prison  of  her  husband. 

The  gaoler  was  faithful  to  his  promise;  he 
had  gained  the  sentinel  to  silence,  and  had  so 
arranged  everything  that  no  obstacles  impeded 
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their  progress.  With  stealthy,  cat-like  steps, 
he  stole  along,  followed  by  his  trembling  visitors, 
and  they  reached  the  dungeon  of  the  prisoner 
without  experiencing  any  fresh  alarms.  Ode- 
nisky  had  been  micommonly  depressed  that 
evening,  by  a  conversation  with  the  Prince  Von 
Rovinbach ;  and  he  had  not  retired  to  rest,  but 
sate  brooding  over  his  woes,  and  almost  giving 
way  to  the  blackness  of  despair,  when  suddenly 
the  angel-form  of  Adelaide,  beaming  like  a 
sunny  spirit  of  hope,  shone  before  him.  For  a 
moment  he  fancied  her  image  a  delusion ;  and 
it  was  not  till  she  was  folded  to  his  beating 
heart,  that  he  was  convinced  of  its  truth.  The 
rapture  of  that  embrace  amply  repaid  the 
sufferings  of  both ;  and,  for  a  short  time,  they 
almost  forgot  their  sorrows. 

"  Now  I  am  resigned  !  "  said  Odenisky,  when 
the  first  transport  of  meeting  had  subsided  :  "  I 
only  wanted  to  know  that  you  were  satisfied  of 
my  innocence,  Adelaide ;  and  I  care  not  for  the 
rest !  " 

"  Then,  you  are  innocent?"  asked  she,  throw- 
ing back  the  long  locks  that   hung  wildly  over 
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her  face,  and  looking  at  him  earnestly,  as  though 
she  would  read  his  inmost  soul. 

"  I  am  !  I  loved  my  uncle  as  a  father ;  and  if 
my  hands  had  been  stained  with  blood,  you 
should  never  have  become  my  wife." 

"  Thank  God  ! "  cried  Adelaide,  passionately ; 
and  throwing  herself  upon  her  knees,  she  clasped 
her  hands  together,  and  offered  up  a  fervent 
prayer  of  gratitude  and  hope. 

"  My  poor  Adelaide,"  said  Odenisky,  fondly; 
"  is  it  possible  that  you  thought  me  guilty,  and 
still  wished  to  see  me  ?  " 

"  And  can  you  ask  such  a  question  when  you 
know  how  I  have  loved  you  ?  Alas  !  aUis  !  if 
you  doubted  my  constancy,  the  love  of  woman 
is  far  different  from  the  love  of  man  !" 

"  Calm  yourself,  I  beseech  you,  my  best  love! 
This  agitation  is  more  than  you  can  bear.  You 
should  not  have  come  to  sucii  a  place  as  this ; 
though  I  own  that  I  was  selfish  enough  to  wish 
to  see  you." 

"  It  would  have  broken  my  heart  if  we  had 
iiot  met.     I  come  to  save  you." 

"  Save  me  !  what  folly  !  My  dearest  girl,  your 
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head  must  be  disordered  !  No  mortal  power 
can  save  me,  unless  the  real  murderer  should  be 
d'scovered  before  my  execution. 

Adelaide,  in  a  few  words,  and  in  violent  agita- 
tion, explained  her  plan;  which  was,  that  he 
should  fly,  and  leave  her  to  supply  his  place. 

"Impossible!"  cried  the  Prince :  "  Can  you 
suppose  that  I  could  leave  you  here  exposed  to 
all  the  horrors  of  a  dungeon,  and  the  rage  of  the 
Emperor?  Have  you  thought  of  the  odium 
which  will  rest  upon  your  name,  when  it  is 
known  that  you  have  sacrificed  yourself  to  save 
one  who  is  supposed  a  murderer?" 

"  I  care  not  for  the  opinion  of  the  world  ;  and, 
let  it  say  what  it  will,  I  am  convinced  that  my 
first  duty  is  to  save  my  husband." 

'^  But  how  would  you  endure  the  anger  of  the 
Emperor?  He  would  confiscate  your  estates,  and 
banish  you  from  his  dominions.'' 

"If  you  are  with  me,  it  matters  not  where  I 
live ;  the  whole  world  is  my  country." 

"  But  yoQ  have  always  enjoyed  the  luxuries  of 
wealth,  and  you  have  no  idea  of  the  miseries  of 
poverty.     Cold,  and  want  of  food,  are  serious 
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evils  to  contend  with  in  reality,  though  they 
seem  trifles  to  a  romantic  disposition." 

"  Do  not  be  so  unjust  as  to  call  me  romantic. 
See,"  taking  a  casket  of  jewels  from  Lisette,  "  I 
have  taken  care  to  provide  against  our  most 
pressing  wants.  These  gems  will  prevent  our 
perishing  for  want  of  food ;  and,  even  if  we  should 
be  deprived  of  them,  surely  I  can  make  the  ta- 
lents which  you  have  so  ofien  praised,  subser- 
vient to  our  support.  I  can  teach  singing,  mu- 
sic, and  drawing.  We  will  go  to  England,  that 
mine  of  riches,  and  there  we  shall  soon  realize  a 
fortune.  We  will  then  retire  to  some  lovely 
cottage,  which  shall  be  our  Germany." 

Odenisky  smiled,  and  Adelaide  seized  the 
moment,  whilst  these  bright  visions  danced  be- 
fore his  fancy,  to  urge  him  again  to  escape. 
She  painted  her  despair,  her  wretchedness  if 
she  lost  him,  and  her  determination  of  sharing 
his  fate,  be  it  what  it  might,  till  Odenisky  wa- 
vered. He  could  not  deny  that  his  case  was 
hopeless  if  he  staid  ;  and  the  natural  love  of  life, 
which  is  implanted  in  every  breast,  gave  force 
to  Adelaide's  argument.     Indeed,  when  he  re- 
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collected  all  that  Rovinbach  had  said  of  the  sus- 
picions against  him,  how  much  he  had  been  be- 
nefited by  his  uncle's  death,  how  important  it 
was  for  his  interest  to  prevent  his  marriage,  and 
how  unable  he  was  to  account  for  his  conduct 
that  fatal  evening ;  he  felt  that  his  mere  decla- 
ration would  be  as  nothing  in  the  scale ^  He 
also  remembered  that  his  wife's  friends  and 
high  connections,  would  strain  every  nerve  to 
save  her  from  any  unpleasant  consequences 
which  might  ensue  ;  though,  from  the  Emperor 
of  Austria's  well  known  character,  as  a  kind 
husband,  and  affectionate  father,  he  did  not  ap- 
prehend that  any  thing  more  serious  than  a  pa- 
rental reprimand  could  assail  her.  In  short,  he 
consented ;  and  Adelaide,  seizing  the  happy  mo- 
ment, hastily  arrayed  him  in  her  cloak  and 
head-dress,  whilst  she  put  a  well-filled  purse  of 
gold  in  his  hand.  In  a  few  moments  the  meta- 
morphosis was  complete ;  and  Lisette  summoned 
the  jailor  to  release  her  mistress  and  herself 
from  the  prison. 

The  man  obeyed  her  call  immediately ;  the 
unhappy  pair  exchanged  a  mute  embrace,   and 
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the  supposed  Adelaide,  holding  a  handkerchief 
to  her  face,  as  though  to  conceal  her  tears, 
hurried  out  of  the  dungeon,  followed  by  Lisette; 
whilst  the  i^al  one,  throwing  herself  on  her 
liusband's  hard  couch,  listened  with  a  throb- 
bmg  heart,  and  every  pulse  wound  up  to  agony, 
to  their  departing  footsteps;  trembling  at  every 
sound,  lest  Odenisky  should  be  discovered,  and 
brought  back. 

At  length,  the  last  murmur  died  away ;  and 
Adelaide,  in  violent  emotion,  threw  herself  upon 
her  knees,  and  thanked  God  most  fervently  for 
her  husband's  safety.  When  this  first  burst  of 
feeling  had,  however,  subsided,  a  sense  of  utter 
desolation  and  helplessness  took  possession  of 
her  heart;  and  this  was  succeeded,  notwith- 
standing her  pretensions  to  be  called  a  heroine, 
by  unqualified  terror.  In  her  eagerness  to  save 
her  husband,  she  had  not  thought  of  herself; 
but  now,  in  the  solitude  of  his  dungeon,  fear 
overpowered  her,  and  she  sobbed  aloud  in  an- 
guish. Anxiety  respecting  Odenisky  was  added 
to  uneasiness  for  herself;  and  both  together 
threw  her  into  a  high  fever. 
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Dreadful,  indeed,  were  her  sufferings  during 
that  tedious  night,  which  she  thought  never 
would  have  an  end.  As  morning  dawned,  how- 
ever, her  anxiety  took  a  new  form,  she  feared 
the  arrival  of  the  jailor,  and  that  the  time  had 
been  too  short  to  allow  Odenisky  to  escape ; 
still  no  one  came,  and,  as  the  hours  rolled  away, 
Adelaide's  suspense  became  such  acute  agony 
that  she  would  have  thought  even  death  a  relief. 

The  day  had  nearly  passed,  or  at  least  was 
waning  to  its  close,  before  the  jailor  discovered 
the  fraud  that  had  been  practised  upon  him. 
His  rage  was  beyond  description;  but  Adelaide 
was  too  much  exhausted  to  feel  any  emotion 
from  it.  She  reserved  her  strength  for  a  more 
painful  encounter,  and  she  demanded  to  be 
taken  before  the  Emperor. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


Foul  whisperings  are  abroad.  Unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles.  Infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets. 

Shakspeare. 

In  the  meantime,  the  news  of  Odenisky's  ap- 
prehension had  reached  the  ears  of  the  sole  wit- 
nesses of  the  Aulic  Councillor's  murder;  for, 
though  they  seldom  felt  an  interest  in  what  was 
passing  in  the  world,  the  strange  event  which  they 
had  witnessed  seemed  to  have  changed  their  very 
natures.  Both  were  become  timid  and  suspicious ; 
the  dumb  boy  would  start  at  the  sound  of  a 
passing  foot,  and  would  run  trembling  to  hide 
himself  in  his  mother's  breast ;  whilst  the  widow 
eagerly  inquired  into  every  passing  rumour,  in 
the  hope  of  hearing  something,  either  to  confirm 
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or  entirely  remove  her  suspicions.  Things  were 
in  this  state,  when  one  of  lier  relations,  a  man 
who  had  been  long  settled  at  Vienna,  came  to 
revisit  his  native  village. 

"  You  are  sadly  altered,  mother,"  said  he ) 
"  you  look  as  if  you'd  seen  a  ghost !  " 

"  I  wish  that  I  had  seen  nothing  worse," 
thought  the  widow.  However,  she  did  not  no- 
tice his  remark,  but  eagerly  asked  the  news  of 
Vienna;  and,  one  of  his  first  pieces  of  intelli- 
gence was,  the  apprehension  of  Odenisky.  The 
widow  trembled,  and  turned  pale ;  for  she  had 
often  seen  him  during  his  residence  at  Baden, 
and  she  knew  that  he  was  not  the  murderer. 
The  features  of  Stanislaus,  indeed,  were  too 
deeply  imprinted  on  her  memory  to  suffer  her 
to  confound  him  with  any  other.  She  also  re- 
membered Adelaide,  who  had  frequently  met 
her  on  her  walks,  and  had  spoken  kindly  to  her, 
giving  the  poor  dumb  boy  trifling  sums  of 
money,  and  her  heart  felt  almost  broken,  when 
the  stranger  dilated  on  her  sufferings.  The 
poor  old  woman  was  quite  bewildered,  and  knew 
not  how  to  act ;  for  she  shuddered  equally  at  the 
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thought  of  permitting  the  execution  of  the  inno- 
cent, or  of  violating  her  solemn  oath.  As  soon 
as  her  visitor  was  gone,  she  threw  herself  upon 
her  knees,  and  prayed  earnestly  to  the  Holy 
Virgin  for  directions  how  to  act.  Prayer  always 
soothes  the  agitation  of  the  feelings ;  and,  when 
she  arose,  comforted  and  refreshed, the  idea  flashed 
across  her  mind,  that  she  ought  to  consult  her 
parish  priest.  Considering  this  as  direct  inspi- 
ration from  heaven,  she  instantly  sought  the  pious 
father;  and,  under  the  seal  of  confession,  re- 
vealed to  him  all  she  knew.  The  priest  was 
struck  with  the  importance  of  what  he  heard  ; 
he  saw  that  no  time  was  to  be  lost,  to  save  two 
of  the  noblest  families  in  the  country  from 
misery;  and,  not  considering  an  oath  admi- 
nistered under  such  circumstances  binding,  he 
took  down  the  woman's  deposition,  which  was 
confirmed  by  her  son,  as  well  as  his  infirmity 
would  permit.  He  then  examined  the  letter 
and  the  sword ;  and,  in  the  end,  determined  to 
proceed  to  Vienna,  carrying  with  him  both  the 
witnesses  and  the  documents. 
>The   very  night  which   Adelaide  had   fixed 
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upon  to  rescue  her  husband,  was  that  on  which 
the  priest  arrived  at  Vienna ;  and  the  whole  of 
that  tedious  day,  which  she  passed  in  prison, 
was  spent  by  him  in  establishing  Odenisky's  in- 
nocence.     The  Emperor,  who  was  deeply  in- 
terested in  the  case,  no  sooner   heard  of  the 
strange  discovery  which  had  been  made,  than 
he  ordered  the  pnest  and  his  companions  to  be 
brought  into  his  presence,  and  condescended  to 
examine  them  himself.     No  case  could  be  more 
clear.    The  Prince  Von  Rovinbach,  who  was  in 
the  presence,   recognized  the   hand-writing   of 
the  note ;  and  the  sword  was  one  which  had  been 
bestowed  upon  Stanislaus  by  the  Emperor  him- 
self.    Every   thing   was   accounted   for;    every 
thing  was   cleared  up;  and  the  Emperor  was 
just  going  to  sign  an  order  for  the  release  of  the 
prisoner,  when  an  officer  entered  the  room   to 
inform  him  of  his  escape.     The  kind  monarch 
was  excessively  chagrined ;  and,  when  Adelaide 
was  brought  before  him,  he  could  not  forbear 
rebuking   her   for    her    impatience    and   diso- 
bedience. 

"  Had  it  not  been  for  your  rashness,"  said  he, 
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your  husband  would  be  at  this  moment  restored 
to  his  family  and  his  friends !  Now,  most  pro- 
bably, he  is  banished  from  his  native  country 
for  ever." 

He  was  interrupted  by  Adelaide,  who  uttered 
a  piercing  scream,  and  then  fell  senseless  on  the 
floor.  She  was  carried  home  in  a  state  of  deli- 
rium ;  and  a  brain  fever  ensued,  which  confined 
her  to  her  bed  for  many  weeks. 

Odenisky  was  really  gone.  He  had  reached 
his  home  in  perfect  safety,  under  the  guidance 
of  Lisette.  She  then  hid  him  in  the  stables, 
whilst  she  sought  a  more  appropriate  dress  for 
him  than  the  one  which  had  served  him  for 
escape ;  and  Odenisky  employed  himself,  during 
her  absence,  in  saddling  a  stout  horse,  which  he 
had  selected  for  his  journey.  Whilst  he  was 
thus  occupied,  he  was  interrupted  by  the  ca- 
resses of  his  faithful  dog  Branscha,  who  seemed 
to  comprehend  the  situation  of  his  master,  and 
to  be  imploring  to  accompany  him.  Odenisky 
was  powerfully  affected  by  this  little  incident. 
He  caught  the  faithful  animal  in  his  arms ;  and, 
fondly  embracing  him,  swore  that  he  should  be 
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the  follower  of  his  future  fiite.  Accordingly, 
when  Lisette  returned  with  the  proper  equip- 
ments, Odenisky  made  Branscha  the  compa- 
nion of  his  flight. 

Adelaide's  illness  was  long  and  severe.  The 
Baroness  and  Lisette  watched  constantly  by  her 
bed ;  and  their  affliction  at  her  sufferings  sur- 
passed description.  At  length  her  reason  was 
restored ;  and,  as  the  recollection  of  past  events 
slowly  recurred  to  her  mind,  she  inquired  for 
Odenisky. 

"  We  have  not  heard  from  him  since  his 
escape,"  said  the  Baroness. 

"  Escape  ! — but  he  was  innocent,  and  he  had 
no  occasion  to  escape,"  said  Adelaide,  wildly; 
and,  putting  her  hand  to  her  head,  as  though  to 
recall  her  scattered  thoughts,  she  percfeived  that 
her  hair  had  been  cut  off.  "  Ah  ! "  shrieked 
she,  "  I  know  it  all  now.  Odenisky  is  dead, 
and  I  have  been  mad." 

"  My  dearest  Adelaide ! "  began  the  Baro- 
ness —  but  she  could  not  go  on ;  and,  bursting 
into  tears,  she  threw  her  arms  round  her  unfor- 
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tunate  friend,  and  they  wept  together.  From 
this  time  Adelaide  rapidly  recovered.  Winter 
had  passed  away  before  she  was  quite  conva- 
lescent ;  and,  the  first  time  she  was  able  to  ride 
out  to  take  an  airing,  the  young  buds  and  blos- 
soms of  springs  seemed  bursting  forth  to  bid  her 
welcome.  Spring  is  always  lovely;  for  nature 
then  wears  the  first  bloom  of  youth,  and  the 
tender  green  of  the  expanding  leaves,  and  paly 
tints  of  the  earlier  flowers,  remind  one  of  the 
timid  blushes  of  in2;enuous  innocence.  The 
world  seems  to  rejoice  at  bursting  from  the 
chains  of  winter ;  and  the  very  birds  appear  to 
be  giving  vent  to  their  thankfulness  in  hymns  of 
praise  to  their  Creator.  The  heart  opens  to 
joy,  simple  pleasures  resume  their  influence 
over  the  ^ind ;  and  mankind  feel  disposed  to 
acts  of  charity  and  good-will  towards  their  fel- 
low-creatures. 

Adelaide,  however,  was  insensible  to  the  usual 
power  of  this  charming  season :  her  spirits  did 
not  return  with  her  health.  Month  after  month 
rolled  on,  and  brought  no  intelligence  respect- 
ing the  fate  of  Odenisky,  till  the  uncertainty  she 
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was  in  robbed  her  cheeks  of  their  bloom,  and 
her  mind  of  its  energy.  The  Baroness  was 
wretched  to  see  the  misery  of  her  friend,  but 
she  did  not  know  how  to  reheve  it ;  for  who  can 
"  minister  to  a  mind  diseased  ?  " 

One  evening,  towards  the  close  of  summer, 
Adelaide  seemed  unusually  depressed:  ''  Would 
to  heaven,"  said  the  Baroness,  "  that  I  knew  any 
means  to  amuse  your  melancholy  —  " 

"  It  is  past  your  power,  my  dear  Julie  —  my 
heai't  is  broken." 

"  I  trust  not ;  for  the  human  heart  will  bear 
much,  in  the  full  vigour  of  its  strength,  though 
in  age,  its  forces  may  give  way." 

"  It  is  this  cruel  uncertainty  that  destroys 
me.  I  could  bear  any  thing  if  I  knew  the  full 
extent  of  my  calamity ;  but  to  rest  eight  months 
in  suspence  is  too  much." 

At  this  instant  Lisette  entered,  and  informed 
her  mistress  that  there  was  a  man  below  who 
wished  to  speak  with  her  personally,  and  that 
he  would  take  no  denial.  Adelaide  ordered  him 
to  be  instantly  admitted. 

"  Will  he  not  send  his  message,"  cried  the 
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Baroness,  evidently  much  alaiTned,  "  or  confide 
it  to  me?" 

"  He  says  positively  that  he  must  see  the 
Princess  herself." 

"  Let  him  come  in,"  said  Adelaide. 

"  But  stay,  my  dear  cousin,"  said  the  Baro- 
ness, "  you  are  too  rash ;  he  may  be  a  robber 
or  murderer." 

"  Let  him  come  in,  notwithstanding,"  said 
Adelaide,  faintly  smiling :  "  I  am  too  wretched 
to  fear,  for  with  me  fate  has  already  done  her 
worst." 

The  messenger  was  accordingly  ushered  in. 
He  was  a  tall,  handsome  young  man,  dressed 
like  an  Hungarian  peasant,  with  a  noble  and  in- 
genuous countenance,  a  very  pleasing  smile, 
and  remarkably  white  teeth. 

"  My  ladies,"  said  he,  bowing  to  all  three,  for 
Lisette  was  permitted  to  be  present,  "  pray 
which  is  the  Princess ;  because  I  am  but  a  pooi', 
simple  mountaineer,  and  as  I  have  something 
for  her  private  ear  I  should  not  like  to  make  a 
mistake  ?  " 

"  Must  we  be  alone  ?"  asked  Adelaide,  coming 
f2 
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forwards.  If  so,  advance  this  way,"  and  she  led 
him  into  a  deep  recess,  where  they  could  be 
neither  seen  nor  heard  by  the  Baroness  and 
Lisette. 

"Do  you  know  this,  my  Lady?"  asked  the 
man,  drawing  from  his  pocket  the  identical  gold 
chain  which  Adelaide  had  once  given  Odenisky, 
and  which  he  had  sworn  never  to  part  with  but 
with  his  life.  She  shrieked ;  and  both  Lisette 
and  the  Baroness  flew  to  her  assistance. 

"  He  has  stabbed  her,"  said  the  latter.  "  It  is 
just  what  I  expected." 

"  Oh  !  no,  I  am  unhurt — but — Odenisky — " 

She  could  not  finish  the  sentence,  though,  as 
the  man  was  still  holding  the  chain,  the  Baro- 
ness comprehended  the  rest. 

"  He  is  dead,"  said  she. 

"  No,"  returned  the  man  ;  "but  he  is  very  ill, 
and  wishes  to  see  my  lady  immediately  :  so  he 
has  sent  that  for  a  token,  and  I  am  to  take  her 
to  him." 

"  Why  did  he  not  write?"  asked  the  Ba- 
roness. 

"  He  was  unable,"  said  the  man.     "  He  has 
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broken  his  right  arm,  and  though  he  tried  to 
write  with  his  left  hand,  lie  could  make  nothing 
ofit." 

"  But  the  chain  is  nothing ;  you  may  have 
murdered  him  to  get  possession  of  it.'* 

"  Oh  no ;  I  had  forgot !  He  told  me  to  say  the 
word  Feru,  when  I  gave  it  to  the  Princess ;  and 
then,  he  said,  she  would  know  it  was  all  right." 

"  That  is  enough,"  said  Adelaide ;  "  I  will 
go  with  you.  He  could  not  have  forged  that, 
you  know,"  continued  she,  to  the  Baroness. 

Julie  owned  that  he  could  not ;  but  still  she 
was  not  satisfied ;  and  she  asked  the  man  innu- 
merable questions,  which  he  answered  plausibly, 
and  without  the  least  hesitation. 

"  Where  is  the  Count  ?  "  said  she,  at  last. 

"  In  his  own  palace,  at  the  foot  of  the  Carpa- 
thian mountains,"  said  the  man. 

"  In  the  Carpathian  mountains  ?  '^  exclaimed 
the  Baroness.  "  Ah  !  my  dear  Adelaide,  we 
shall  never  reach  him :  he  is  at  the  other  ex- 
tremity of  the  world." 

"  We  ?  "  said  Adelaide,  "  do  you  then  mean 
to  accompany  me  ?  " 
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"  How  can  you  fancy  that  I  would  let  you 
go  alone  ?  " 

"  The  lady  should  have  no  companions,  " 
said  the  man,  sulkily,  "  if  she  wishes  to  please 
her  husband/' 

"  Man  !  "  exclaimed  Adelaide,  "  I  now  be- 
gin to  doubt  thee.  If  Odenisky  really  sent  for 
me,  he  will  be  as  glad  to  see  this  lady  as  myself; 
and  if  he  did  not,  I  ought  not  to  go.'' 

The  man  seemed  awed  by  Adelaide's  man- 
ner, for  he  instantly  bowed  and  begged  her  par- 
don :  "  I  did  not  know  that  the  lady  was  known 
to  the  Prince,  Madam,"  said  he ;  "  and  he  has 
such  a  dislike  to  strangers,  and  is  so  shy,  that 
I  thought  he  might  not  be  pleased." 

Adelaide  sighed,  and  telling  Lisette  to  take 
care  that  the  man  had  some  refreshment,  she 
dismissed  both  from  her  presence,  as  she  wished 
to  converse  in  private  with  the  Baroness. 

"  I  am  now  quite  convinced,"  said  the  latter. 
"The  conduct  the  man  describes  is  exactly 
what  I  sliould  expect  from  the  proud,  reserved 
disposition  of  Odenisky,  suffering  under  un- 
merited disgrace ;  which  he  no  doubt  stiU  feels 
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keenly,  for  nothing  will  ever  make  him  forget 
his  imprisonment,  and  the  imputation  that  was 
thrown  upon  him." 

"  I  assure  you  that  you  wrong  Odenisky  ex- 
ceedingly," returned  Adelaide ;  "  for  since  he 
must  know  that  the  Emperor  and  his  judges 
were  deceived,  he  cannot  blame  them.  They 
would  not  have  fulfilled  the  duties  of  their  sta- 
tions if  they  had  acted  otherwise.  A  positive 
charge  was  made  against  him,  by  a  man  who 
avowed  himself  an  accomplice ;    and " 

"  Apropos,'*  cried  the  Baroness,  interrupting 
her ;  "  did  I  tell  you  that  the  accuser  fled  as 
soon  as  Odenisky's  innocence  was  made  known. 
I  think  it  happened  during  your  illness." 

"  I  did  not  know  it  before ;  but  I  think  it  con- 
firms my  former  suspicion,  that  the  fellow  was 
bribed  by  Stanislaus,  whose  servant  he  was  for- 
merlyc" 

"  I  cannot  bear  to  hear  that  man's  name, 
nor  can  I  think  of  him  with  patience,  when  I 
recollect  all  that  he  has  made  us  suffer.  I  can- 
not tell  you  what  I  have  felt,  to  see  your  beauty 
fading  like  a  lily  bending  on  its  stem ;  or  how  I 
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have  shrunk  back  within  myself,  when  I  have 
found  the  inutiHty  of  all  my  efforts  to  amuse  you, 
and  I  have  felt  the  folly  of  attempting  it." 

"  They  were  useless,"  said  Adelaide,  sighing ; 
"  for  alas !  what  languai^je  can  describe  that 
deathlike  sickness  of  the  soul  which  waits  on 
hope  delayed.  Long,  indeed,  have  I  felt  that 
horrible  pang ;  for  every  day  and  every  hour  I 
have  expected  the  much  wished  for  tidings  of 
my  husband's  safety;  though  day  after  day 
has  passed,  and  only  brought  disappointment 
in  its  train.  Now  I  know  his  fate,  I  know 
that  he  is  in  safety,  and  that  I  may  hope  soon 
to  see  him ;  yet,  strange  to  say,  an  unaccounta- 
ble gloom  weighs  upon  my  spirits,  and  I  feel 
sadness  instead  of  joy." 

"  It  is  this  strange  manner  of  sending  for 
you." 

"  It  is.  He  might  surely  have  written,  if  but 
one  word ;  or  he  might  have  dictated  a  letter ; 
as  it  is,  there  seems  a  mystery  to  hang  over  him, 
which  chills  my  heart's  blood :  suspense  is  ter- 
rible to  bear  ;  but  still  more  dreadful  is  the  feel- 
ing, that  those  wlipm  we  love,  and  to  whom  our 
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inmost  hearts  are  open,  have  something  which 
they  conceal  from  us.  It  is  as  though  a  barrier 
of  ice  were  interposed  between  us  and  the  ol>- 
jects  of  our  warmest  affections." 

"  Yet  you  will  go  to  him?" 

"  Certainly :  but,  as  I  feel  a  presentiment 
that  the  j  ourney  will  have  a  melancholy  end,  I 
am  reluctant  to  take  you  from  your  country,  and 
from  your  friends." 

The  Baroness  burst  into  tears.  "  If  you 
could  read  my  heart,"  said  she,  "  you  would 
not  doubt  me  thus.  I  have  no  fears  but  for 
your  sake,  and  where  you  go,  there  will  I  go  also. 
Your  country  shall  be  my  country,  and  your 
friends  my  friends ;  or,  rather,  I  shall  want  no 
friend  but  you,  for  I  love  you  with  more  than 
the  ordinary  love  of  woman.  Y^ou  were  kind 
to  me,  when  I  was  in  distress ;  you  gave  me  food, 
shelter,  nay  wealth,  and  never  made  me  feel  the 
miseries  of  dependence ;  and  can  I  forget  it  r 
Never." 

"  My  dear  Julie,  you  feel  the  trifling  services 
that  it  was  in  my  power  to  do  you,  too  keenly ; 
but  I  will  not  hurt  you  further  by  objecting  to 
f5 
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your  accompanying  me.  On  the  contrary,  I 
assure  you,  that  your  affectionate  support  will 
deprive  my  journey  of  half  its  terrors." 

Lisette  now  returned  to  aid  in  the  consulta- 
tion. "What  do  you  think  of  this  young  man?" 
asked  the  Baroness.  "  Do  you  believe  him  an 
impostor?" 

"  Oh  !  no,  my  lady;  he  has  such  white  teeth." 

Even  Adelaide  laughed  at  this,  and  inquired 
if  Lisette  meant  to  accompany  them. 

"I  doubt  it,"  said  the  Baroness;  "for  I 
am  sure  she  is  afraid  of  our  guide,  malgre  ses 
dents." 

Lisette  gaily  declared  her  perfect  willingness 
to  set  off  immediately,  and  began  to  prepare  her 
lady's  wardrobe  for  the  expedition,  whilst  the 
two  friends  sat  by,  talking  over  their  arrange- 
ments. 

"  It  will  be  better  to  conceal  where  we  are 
going,  and  to  take  only  Lisette;  she  can  wait 
upon  us  both,"  said  the  Baroness.  "  We  can 
say  that  your  health  makes  you  wish  retirement, 
and  that  you  are  going  to  a  country  seat." 

"  I  leave  it  entirely  to  you,"  said  Adelaide. 
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"  If  the  truth  were  known,"  continued  the 
Baroness,  "  it  would  make  a  nine  day's  won- 
der, and  we  should  have  to  contend  with  reasons 

and  objections,    and but,    good   heavens, 

Lisette,  what  are  you  doing  f  How  can  you 
imagine  that  your  lady  will  want  robes  de  bal  in 
the  Carpathian  mountains?'* 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lady.  I  did  not 
think  —  that  is,  I  was  thinking  —  " 

"  Du  beau  gar^on  en  bas.  Tout  cela  est  bien 
facile  a  compretidre" 

"  I  assure  you,  my  lady  — " 

"  Nonsense,  Lisette,"  cried  Adelaide ;  "  at- 
tend to  what  you  are  doing,  and  instead  of  pack- 
ing up  ball  dresses,  only  put  together  a  few 
necessaries.  We  must  have  as  little  luggage  as 
possible." 

"  We  must  change  our  names  also,"  said  the 
Baroness ;  "  it  would  be  ridiculous  to  see  a 
Princess  travelling  without  a  proper  suite.  We 
must  be  plain  Mesdames,  or,  what  is  better, 
English  ladies.  The  English  go  every  where ; 
and  there  will  appear  nothing  strange  in  two 
English  ladies  travelling  alone,  as  they  do  so 
continually." 
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"  But  though  I  can  read  Enghsh  books,  I 
cannot  speak  six  words  of  the  language,"  said 
Adelaide ;  "  and  Lisette  does  not  know  a  syl- 
lable." 

*'  Oh  !  she  may  preserve  her  country.  Most 
English  ladies  have  French  maids ;  so  that  will 
do  very  well ;  and  as  to  our  not  speaking  the 
language,  who  do  you  suppose  we  shall  find  to 
talk  English  to  in  Hungary  ?  Besides,  in  case 
of  necessity,  I  can  say,  «  How  do  you  do,'  and 
*  not  at  all ; '  and,  if  it  were  not  for  our  sex,  I 
suppose  we  could  both  repeat  '  Got  dam,'  which, 
you  know,  Figaro  says,  est  lefond  du  langage" 

Adelaide  smiled;  for  she  was  too  much  re- 
joiced to  see  her  friend  resume  her  former  spirits 
to  offer  any  further  opposition  to  her  plan.  The 
Baroness,  indeed,  seemed  now  quite  herself;  the 
emergency  of  the  case  had  roused  her  from  her 
gloom,  and  her  eyes  sparkled  with  more  bril- 
liancy than  they  ever  had  done  before  since  the 
death  of  the  unfortunate  Councillor.  Under 
her  active  management  every  thing  was  soon 
arranged.  Passports  were  procured  in  the  name 
of  Mrs.  and  Miss  Seymour,  with  their  French 
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maid,  and  Polish  footman,  for  so  Carlovitz,  the 
Hungarian  messenger,  wished  to  describe  him- 
self. 

"  I  am  not  ashamed  of  my  country  for  my 
own  sake,'*  said  he,  when  the  Baroness  asked  his 
reason  for  this  disguise  ;  "  but,  alas  !  my  coun- 
try is  so  degraded,  that  you  would  have  reason 
to  be  ashamed  of  employing  one  of  my  nation 
in  your  service  !  '^ 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


My  fate  is  as  yon  faded  wreath 

Of  summer  flowers ; 
They  spent  their  store  of  fragrant  breath 

On  sunny  bowers,  L.  E.  L. 

For  several  stages  the  travellers  encountered 
no  adventure  of  any  importance,  and  the  only 
thing  which  strongly  attracted  their  attention 
was  the  manifest  difference  which  they  disco- 
vered in  their  guide.  Instead  of  the  stupid 
clownish  fellow  he  had  appeared  at  Vienna, 
they  found  him  not  only  exceedingly  clever  and 
adroit,  but  also  possessing  polished  manners, 
when  he  found  it  necessary  to  display  them.  He 
spoke  five  or  six  languages  fluently,  and  knew 
more  of  English  than  the  Baroness  and  Figaro 
put  together.  This  striking  change  was  so  far 
fortunate,  that  the  speculations  it  excited  served 
to  keep  alive  the  strong  interest  with  which  the 
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journey  was  commenced,  and  which  might  other- 
wise have  faded  away,  as  the  handsome  towns 
which  greet  the  stranger  on  his  first  arrival  in 
Hungary  have  little  to  distinguish  them  from 
towns  of  the  same  genus  on  other  parts  of  the 
Continent.  As  they  advanced,  however,  the 
country  became  more  wild,  vast  tracks  of  land 
which,  whether  cultivated  or  in  pasture,  bore 
an  aspect  of  desolation  ;  ruinous  looking  farm- 
houses, with  heavy  galleries,  the  sides  of  which 
spreading  round  them  were  open  to  the  air, 
and  which  had  under  their  wooden  roofs  immense 
quantities  of  different  kinds  of  pulse,  hang- 
ing to  dry,  and  wild,  brawny  looking  peasantry, 
who  seemed  so  thinly  scattered  as  to  be  scarcely 
one  to  an  acre  of  land;  presented  altogether  such 
an  appearance  of  misery,  diat  Adelaide's  spirits 
would  have  completely  failed,  had  she  not  been 
kept  alive  by  the  good-natured  raillery  of  the 
Baroness. 

They  soon  found  that  they  had  acted  judici- 
ously in  assuming  the  character  of  English  wo- 
men, which  they  supported  admirably  till  they 
began  to  leave  all  traces  of  civilization  behind. 
Scattering  their  money  with  a  profusion  which 
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did  justice  to  their  pretended  country,  and  not 
having  encountered  a  single  human  being  who 
was  capable  of  putting  their  language  to  the 
test.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  odd  sensations 
of  the  Baroness,  when  she  first  heard  Latin 
used  as  a  spoken  tongue,  by  half  savage  men 
and  women,  and  bare  legged  children ;  for  her 
father  had  made  her  study  Latin  in  her  youth, 
and  though  nothing  can  be  more  unlike  the 
elegant  diction  of  Cicero  and  Virgil  than  the 
barbarous  jargon  of  the  Hungarian  peasants, 
yet  still  it  retained  enough  of  resemblance  to 
the  classic  language  of  ancient  Italy,  to  sound 
like  profanation  in  the  Baroness's  ears. 

On  the  fifth  evening  of  their  journey  they 
stopped  at  a  miserable-looking  village  to  change 
horses. 

"  What !  do  we  go  farther  to  night  ?  "  asked 
the  Baroness.  "  I  think  a  storm  is  coming  on, 
and  the  road  looks  horrible." 

"  There  is  no  accommodation  for  you  here, 
madam,''  returned  Carlovitz;  "  and  we  must  try 
to  reach  yonder  hill." 

The  ladies  looked  in  the  direction  that  he 
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had  pointed  out,  and  saw,  almost  at  the  extre- 
mity of  the  vast  extent  of  flat  country  which 
spread  before  them,  an  isolated  hill,  which  rose 
abruptly,  like  a  natural  tower,  from  the  plain. 
A  dark  cloud  hung,  like  a  mighty  rock,  over 
this  elevated  spot,  and  threatened  a  coming 
tempest ;  a  deep  purple  shadow,  mingled  with  a 
lurid  red,  fell  upon  the  waters  of  a  river  which 
laved  the  foot  of  this  mimic  mountain  ;  the 
birds  flew  twittering  for  shelter,  and  in  short 
every  thing  portended  one  of  those  hurricanes, 
which  sometimes  sweep  over  the  vast  plains  of 
Hungary,  with  the  fury  of  a  tornado. 

Carlovitz,  however,  seemed  indifferent  to  these 
symptoms,  and  continued  scolding  the  woman 
to  whose  husband  the  horses  belonged;  and 
who  was  dutifully  performing  the  part  of  her 
husband's  deputy,  for  offering  him  such  vile 
wretched-look  in  (T  cattle. 

o 

•'  They  will  not  have  strength  to  drag  us  a 
hundred  yards,"  said  he.  "  You  did  not  treat 
me  in  this  manner  when  I  was  here  last." 

"  Qiiando  fuit  istud  ? "  said  the  woman,  as 
stupidly  as  possible. 
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Carlovitz  told  her  the  date. 

"  At  ego  71071  interfui  tunc,^*  she  drawled 
forth,  lazily;  however,  the  remonstrances  of  Car- 
lovitz had  some  effect;  for  she  sent  for  other 
horses,  adding,  "  videmus,  quid  diets  illis" 

The  Baroness  grew  impatient  at  this  conver- 
sation, which  grated  horribly  upon  her  ear,  and 
urged  Carlovitz  to  proceed. 

"  If  we  really  must  reach  that  hill,"  said  she, 
"  we  have  no  time  to  lose." 

Carlovitz  assented,  and  they  set  off.  As  they 
advanced,  the  country  became  every  instant 
more  gloomy.  An  immense  common  seemed 
to  spread  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  un- 
tenanted, save  by  different  kinds  of  cattle,  and 
perfectly  flat,  save  where  rose  that  solitary  hill. 
The  dark  cloud  had  now  spread  throughout  the 
whole  sky,  shrouding  every  object  with  a  gloomy 
veil,  as  though  to  hide  the  destruction  which 
was  about  to  overwhelm  all  nature.  Thunder 
howled  in  the  distance,  and  large  drops  of  rain 
slowly  and  heavily  fell  upon  the  parched  and 
thirsty  eai'th,  which  seemed  gaping  to  receive 


THE   TREASURE-SEEKER.  115 

them.     A  solemn  silence  reigned  around.     It 
was  as  if 

**  Nature  had  made  a  pause, 

A  solemn  pause,  prophetic  of  her  end." 

No  sound  was  heard,  save  the  pattering  rain- 
drops, till  gradually  the  tempest,  in  all  its  fury, 
swelled  upon  the  ear,  and  mingled  with  the 
shrill  neighing  of  a  troop  of  wild  horses;  which, 
terrified  at  the  lightning,  gallopped  madly  across 
the  plain,  with  arched  necks,  flashing  eyes,  erect 
manes,  and  swinging  tails,  which  they  lashed  to 
and  fro,  in  the  extremity  of  their  anger  and 
alarm. 

"  For  merc/s  sake,  let  us  return !  "  said  the 
Baroness,  trembling  in  ever}'  limb. 

"  It  is  impossible,"  returned  Carlovitz ;  "  we 
should  have  as  far  to  go  back,  as  to  go  on,  and  a 
worse  road." 

"  Thank  God,  that  the  road  we  have  to  travel 
is  not  so  bad  as  that  which  we  have  passed  !  '* 

"  It  is  much  better ;  and  we  are  also  nearer 
the  place  of  our  destination  than  you  suppose." 

Thus  inspired  with  fresh  courage,  the  terrified 
females  ventured  to  proceed ;  and,  in  fact,  they 
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had  no  power  to  do  otherwise ;  as  Carlovitz, 
though  generally  extremely  complaisant,  had 
showed  occasionally  a  species  of  authority  which, 
situated  as  they  were,  they  found  it  useless  to 
attempt  to  resist.  The  hurricane  was  also 
somewhat  hushed,  and  they  flattered  themselves 
it  had  ceased.  Alas  !  it  was  only  one  of  those 
awful  pauses  in  which  a  storm  seems  to  rest,  as 
though  to  gather  fresh  strength ;  and  in  a  very 
few  seconds  it  rallied  its  force,  and  again  burst 
upon  them  with  all  its  fury.  Thunder  crashed 
above  their  heads,  like  falling  mountains  de- 
scending to  crush  them  into  atoms ;  and  bright, 
blue  lightning  flashed  in  fiery  arrows  through 
the  dark,  grey,  frowning  sky ;  whilst  the  wind 
rushed  in  hollow  blasts,  sweeping  all  before  it, 
like  the  mighty  arm  of  a  destroying  angel.  The 
rain  now  increased,  till  it  seemed  like  the  break- 
ing of  a  water-spout,  and  inundated  the  plain  ; 
the  light  sandy  soil  becoming  a  deep  thick  mud, 
through  which  the  horses  attached  to  the  car- 
riage, could  with  difficulty  drag  their  weary 
limbs ;  whilst  the  groaning  pannels,  and  creaking 
springs  of  the  vehicle  itself,  bore  witness  to  the 
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perils  it  also  had  to  encounter.  The  Baroness 
did  not  speak ;  and  though  Adelaide  was  dread- 
fully terrified,  she  had  self-command  enough  to 
keep  perfectly  still,  her  head  resting  upon  Li- 
sette's  shoulder :  whilst  the  poor  soubrette,  in 
still  greater  horror  than  her  mistress,  shrieked 
at  every  jolt.  At  last,  one  came  so  tremendous, 
that  they  thought  the  carriage  had  been  rent 
asunder.  The  springs  indeed  were  broken;  and, 
to  the  infinite  distress  of  the  whole  party,  it  was 
foimd  impossible  to  proceed.  Their  situation 
was  appalling ;  the  storm  continued  unabated, 
and  it  was  not  possible  for  females  either  to  en- 
counter the  fury  of  the  wind,  or  to  wade  through 
the  thick  sand  which  now  surrounded  them. 
The  only  alternative  was  to  wait  patiently  till 
the  morning  in  the  shattered  vehicle ;  although 
it  was  already  so  much  bent  on  one  side  by  the 
wind  and  beating  rain,  that  it  seemed  ready  to 
be  swept  away  by  the  next  hurricane  that  should 
assail  it.  The  blast  soon  came  in  all  its  violence? 
and  the  carriage  was  overthrown.  Death  now 
appeared  inevitable  to  the  unhappy  women, 
who  had  no  chance  left  them  of  escape,   and 
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their  male  companions,  Carlovitz  and  the  pos- 
tillion, seemed  almost  tempted  to  abandon  them 
ro  their  fate ;  when  the  welcome  jingling  of  a 
Hungarian  waggon  caught  their  ears  amid  the 
pauses  of  the  storm.  The  sound  gradually  be- 
came more  distinct ;  and  a  kind  of  car,  some- 
thing similar  to  the  triumphal  chariots  of  the 
ancient  Romans,  soon  came  in  sight.  It  was 
drawn  by  four  shaggy-looking  steeds,  with  rope- 
harness,  and  had  a  tall  well-made  young  man, 
in  the  Hungarian  costume,  riding  on  the  bar, 
who  chaunted  to  his  horses  in  a  sort  of  cadence, 
accompanying  himself  by  a  not  unmusical  crack- 
ing of  his  whip. 

A  few  words  were  sufficient  to  explain  to  the 
young  Hungarian  the  exact  state  of  the  case ; 
and  without  hesitation  he  immediately  agreed  to 
take  the  ladies  and  their  attendants  into  his  cart. 
Having  most  thankfully  accepted  the  shelter, 
they  were  removed  accordingly,  together  with 
their  luggage,  leaving  the  postillion  to  get  back 
how  he  could  with  the  horses  and  their  shattered 
vehicle,  which  Carlovitz  committed  to  his 
charge. 
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Notwithstanding  the  classical  shape  of  their 
new  conveyance,  it  unfortunately  could  not 
boast  of  uniting  ease  with  its  elegance,  and  the 
loose  rough  planks  which  formed  its  bed,  grated 
terribly  against  the  tender  limbs  of  its  fair  occu- 
piers, as  the  heavy  waggon  ploughed  its  way 
through  the  mud.  The  young  driver  was  dis- 
tressed to  see  their  sufferings,  and  did  all  he 
could  to  console  them ;  assuring  them  tliey  were 
rapidly  approaching  his  native  village,  where 
his  mother  would  do  every  thing  in  her  power 
to  recruit  their  strength. 

Villages  in  Hungary  generally  look  well  at  a 
distance,  from  the  whiteness  of  the  houses, 
though  all  pleasing  sensations  vanish  as  they  are 
approached ;  for  filth  has  marked  them  for  its 
own.  The  unhappy  ladies,  however,  were  too 
much  exhausted,  both  in  body  and  mind,  to  no- 
tice trifling  inconveniences,  and  when  the  wag- 
gon arrived  at  its  place  of  destination,  Adelaide 
suffered  herself  to  be  extended  upon  an  oaken 
settle  in  the  only  sitting  apartment  which  the 
hovel  she  was  carried  to  contained,  without 
seeming  at  all  aware  of  the  motley  group  by 
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which  she  was  surrounded.  The  Baroness,  being 
less  fatigued,  was  able  to  walk  into  the  hut; 
and  was  forcibly  struck,  when  she  entered,  by 
the  contrast  between  the  graceful  figure  of  the 
youthful  princess,  as  she  lay  upon  her  humble 
couch,  elegantly  attired,  and  half  covered  by  a 
splendid  cachemire  shawl;  and  the  wild  looks  of 
a  group  of  Hungarian  peasants,  who,  clad  in 
their  shaggy  sheep-skin  mantles,  and  picturesque 
costume,  were  listening  with  every  appearance  of 
delight  to  some  Cygani,  or  wandering  Gypsies, 
striking  their  three-stringed  guitars,  and  pro- 
ducing a  not  unharmonious.  "  concord  of  strange 
sounds."  The  slight  figure  of  poor  Lisette 
looked  also  quite  as  ill  placed,  amongst  the  tall, 
brawny,  hard-featured  Hungarian  women;  whilst 
the  handsome  face  of  Carlovitz  distinguished 
him  from  his  countrymen,  though  they  were  all 
dressed  alike  in  tight  vests  and  pantaloons,  with 
loose  jackets  trimmed  with  fur,  and  their  long 
black  Jiair  streaming  loose  upon  their  shoulders. 
The  Hungarian  women  appeared  to  the  Ba- 
roness particularly  hideous.  They  generally 
wore  blue  vests  and  red  petticoats ;  the  latter, 
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very  full  and  scarcely  reaching  to  the  knee,  so 
as  fully  to  display  their  frightful  legs,  as  thick 
and  shapeless  as  those  of  an  elephant,  cased  in 
hussar-boots  of,  perhaps,  yellow  morocco. 

"  Ca  fait  une  horreur^''  said  Lisette,  shrug- 
ging up  her  shoulders,  as  she  caught  the  eyes  of 
the  Baroness  fixed  upon  one  of  these  monstrous 
specimens  of  the  fair  sex. 

"  tPavoue  franchement,'*  returned  the  Ba- 
roness, "  cela  m^eoccede." 

"  In  the  meantime,  the  curiosity  of  all  the 
persons  who  formed  this  motley  group,  had  been 
strongly  excited  by  the  appearance  of  so  strange 
a  vision  as  that  of  three  beautiful  and  elegantly 
dressed  women  (for  Lissette  shared  in  their  ad- 
miration), quite  different  from  any  thing  that 
they  had  ever  seen  before.  They  looked  at  them, 
and  watched  every  movement,  as  the  Lillipu- 
tians are  said  to  have  scrutinized  Gulliver  when 
he  first  appeared  amongst  them,  seeming  quite 
astonished  that  beings  so  delicate  should  conde- 
scend to  eat  and  drink  ;  and  they  tried  to  learn 
of  Carlovitz,  and  the  young  Hungarian,  what 
they  were,  though  without   success,  as  the  one 

VOL.    III.  G 


122  STORIES   OF   A  BRIDE. 

could  not  tell  them  any  thing,  and  the  other 
would  not.  Curiosity  is  the  common  vice  of 
all  half-civilized  nations;  and  the  Hungarians 
were  dying  to  know  the  secret,  when  an  old 
woman  of  the  Cyganus  genus,  followed  by  an 
imp-like  looking  boy,  entered  the  apartment. 

"  Salvete  et  henedicite ! "  said  the  withered 
crone,  bowing,  as  she  looked  around. 

The  hoarse,  hollow  tones  of  the  woman's 
voice  excited  attention ;  and  all  fixed  their  eyes 
upon  her.  She  was  a  withered,  miserable-look- 
ing old  woman,  whose  skin  was  like  shrivelled 
parchment,  and  whose  small,  sunken  eyes  glared 
with  a  keen,  fiendish  light.  No  one  liked  to 
bear  long  her  gaze,  and  the  peasants  soon 
turned  involuntarily  to  the  imp  that  followed 
her,  but  he  was  even  more  hideous  than  his 
grandmother;  indeed  his  figure  was  scarcely 
human.  He  was  not  four  feet  high,  and  he 
looked  still  less,  from  the  enormous  disproportion 
of  his  arms  and  head.  The  former  were  so 
long  as  to  allow  the  palms  of  his  hands  to  reach 
the  ground ;  and  the  latter  closely  resembled  the 
long-faced  monsters  exhibited  some  years  since 
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at  one  of  the  London  theatres  in  a  pantomime. 
This  frightful  head,  which  was  adorned  by  two 
tremendous  eyes,  and  an  immense  quantity  of 
hair,  was  apparently  placed  upon  the  shoulders 
to  the  utter  exclusion  of  any  neck;  whilst  large 
splay  feet  appeared  attached  to  the  body,  almost 
without  the  intervention  of  legs ;  and  the  strange 
being,  to  whom  these  oddly-formed  appendages 
belonged,  could  only  bound  forward  by  the  help 
of  his  immense  hands,  which  he  did  occasionally, 
however,  with  a  rapidity  that  set  the  speed  of 
ordinary  men  at  defiance.  The  creature  looked 
around,  nodding  its  frightful  head,  and  making 
hideous  grimaces..  Then,  perceiving  the  atten- 
tion of  the  company  excited,  it  began  a  series  of 
somersets,  and  tricks  of  the  mountebank  order, 
which  convulsed  the  Hungarian  spectators  with 
laughter. 

Adelaide  lay  still,  apparently  in  a  lethargic 
sleep ;  and  the  Baroness  trembled  lest  the  fright- 
ful imp  should  disturb  her  slumbers,  when  Li- 
sette,  horror-struck  at  the  strangeness  of  the  ex- 
hibition, would  have  flown  she  knew  not  whither, 
had  not  the  old  woman  seized  her  arm. 
g2 
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"  Don't  be  afraid  of  Osky,"  said  she,  in  good 
German ;  "  Osky  won't  hurt  you.  Osky  will 
tell  your  fortune." 

The  peasants  eagerly  gathered  round  Osky, 
as  the  woman  repeated  this  intimation  in  their 
tongue ;  and  Lisette  suffered  herself  to  be  drawn 
towards  him  by  the  crone,  half-shrinking  back, 
however,  as  she  caught  a  glance  from  the  splen- 
did large  black  eyes,  which  flashed  under  Osky's 
enormous  eye-brows,  and  told  that  a  soul  inha- 
bited even  that  striking  mass  of  human  de- 
formity. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


As  o'er  a  tomb  — 

Chaunts  distant  Philomel,  through  ruins  grey ; 
As  sighs  the  night  breeze  on  its  weary  way, 
Waking  strange  echoes  ;  so,  upon  mine  ear, 
Swelled  those  wild  songs.  St.  John. 

The  wish  to  penetrate  into  the  hidden  secrets 
of  destiny  is  so  deeply  implanted  in  the  mind 
of  man,  that  no  class  nor  age  is  exempt  from 
its  influence ;  and  the  untutored  Hungarians 
crowded  as  eagerly  round  their  dwarfish  sooth- 
sayer, as  boarding-school  Misses  about  a  gipsey 
fortune-teller.  Much  of  the  deep  cunning  and 
sly  humour  common  to  this  class  gleamed  from 
the  bright  eyes  of  Osky,  as  he  glanced  them 
round  on  the  assembled  group ;  and,  as  he  had 
not  neglected  the  usual  arts  of  his  fraternity, 
he  was  perfectly  well  acquainted  with  the  pri- 
vate history  of  most   of  liis  auditors  ;    whilst 
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the  manner  in  which  he  availed  himself  of  his 
knowledge  showed  his  intimate  acquaintance 
with  human  nature  generally,  and  procured  him 
shouts  of  applause. 

Satire  is  always  palatable,  as  our  self-love 
is  solaced  by  dwelling  upon  the  faults  of  others ; 
and  the  coarse,  home-strokes  of  Osky,  were  as 
keenly  relished  by  the  Hungarians,  as  the  most 
polished  wit  would  have  been  by  more  enlight- 
ened hearers. 

"  Thou  art  a  slayer  of  men,"  said  Osky,  to  a 
savage  brutal-looking  fellow,  who  first  ap- 
proached him;  "and  thy  hands  are  yet  wet 
with  the  blood  of  the  guiltless." 

"  Right !  "  shouted  a  man,  whose  shrivelled 
and  meagre  figure  seemed  a  fitting  incarnation 
for  the  spirit  of  avarice ;  "  right !  right !  " 

"And  thou,"  cried  Osky,  turning  quickly 
upon  the  speaker,  "  art  a  lover  of  gold ;  thou 
wouldst  sell  thy  mother  into  slavery,  and  wouldst 
suffer  the  bones  of  thy  father  to  lie  unburied." 

The  fellow's  exultation  was  suddenly  checked, 
and  he  sneaked  away  amidst  the  jeers  of  the 
laughing  crowd. 
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Undismaj^ed  at  the  fate  of  their  companions, 
the  others  pressed  round  the  diviner  even  more 
eagerly  than  before ;  and  though  no  one  escaped 
the  lash,  all  tried  its  power,  for  every  one  flat- 
tered himself  that  he  should  be  more  fortunate 
than  his  neighbours ;  so  true  it  is  that  experi- 
ence cannot  be  bought  at  second  hand ;  and 
that  unless  paid  for  dearly,  it  is  of  no  avail. 
At  last,  Lisette  ventured  to  try  her  fate. 

"  You  are  going  you  know  not  whither,"  said 
the  imp,  in  good  German,  after  having  carefully 
examined  her  hand ;  "  you  are  under  the  care 
of  one  who  is  not  what  he  seems,  and  you  know 
not  whom  you  seek." 

The  Baroness  laughed.  "  Admirable  !  "  cried 
she ;  "  Madamoiselle  Norman  herself  could  not 
have  done  better.  What  is  my  fate  ? ''  continued 
she,  holding  out  her  hand. 

The  imp  uttered  a  loud  shriek,  and  burst 
into  a  wild  prophetic  song : 

Beware  l  beware  !  Oh  lady  fair ! 

Hilli  boa  !  bilH  hoa  ! 
Nor  wander  on  you  know  not  wbere, 

Cari  oma !  Cari  oraa  ! 
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As  you  stray  woe  marks  your  way, 

Hilli  hoa  !  hilli  hoa  ! 
You're  fading  from  the  realms  of  day, 

Cari  oma  !  cari  oraa! 
I  see  the  boding  spirits  come, 

Hilli  hoa  I  hilli  hoa ! 
They  open  your  eternal  home, 

Cari  oma !  cari  me ! 

Osky  shouted  the  first  of  these  words  at  the  very 
top  of  his  shrill,  discordant  voice  ;  but  towards 
the  conclusion  he  permitted  it  to  sink  gradually 
away,  till  at  last  he  ended  in  a  deep  hollow 
groan.  The  Baroness  screamed,  and  went  into 
strong  hysterics ;  this  melancholy  prediction 
operating  violently  on  her  already  highly  ex- 
cited imagination  and  exhausted  frame ;  whilst 
Adelaide,  roused  by  her  cries,  sprang  from  her 
couch,  and  flew  to  her  assistance.  The  crowd 
opened  to  give  her  way;  and  the  astonished 
peasants  stood  lost  in  admiration  of  her  beauty ; 
her  bonnet  had  fallen  off,  and  her  thick  glossy 
hair  hung  in  golden  ringlets  upon  her  shoulders; 
whilst  the  rich  glow  which  sudden  agitation  had 
made  burn  upon  her  cheeks,  gave  additional 
brilliancy  to  her  complexion,  and  brightness  to 
her  eyes.    The  exquisite  symmetry  of  her  figure, 
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and  elegant  gracefulness  of  her  movements, 
were  also  so  strikingly  contrasted  with  the 
clumsy  forms  of  the  Hungarians,  that  they  simul- 
taneously exclaimed,  "  It  is  an  angel  who  is 
come  amongst  us ; "  and  Osky,  throwing  him- 
self upon  his  knees  before  her,  swore  devotion 
to  her  service.  Adelaide  started  back  in  terror, 
but  ere  she  could  speak  Carlovitz  entered  the 
hut  abruptly,  and  informed  her  that  the  storm 
was  abated,  and  they  must  proceed. 

Adelaide  shuddered,  but  did  not  reply ;  for  there 
was  something  so  rude  and  unceremonious  in  his 
manner  of  addressing  her,  that  her  blood  seemed 
to  freeze  in  her  veins.  He  did  not  notice  her 
silence,  and  raising  the  now  fainting  Baroness 
in  his  arms,  he  carried  her  to  a  kind  o  car, 
which  he  had  procured,  of  a  somewhat  more 
commodious  description  than  the  one  they  had 
arrived  in,  bidding  Lisette  follow  with  the 
cloaks  and  mantles,  which  he  placed  over  the 
hay  which  half  filled  the  bottom  of  the  car,  and 
which,  when  thus  arranged,  made  a  soft  bed. 
Adelaide  had  followed  involuntarily,  and  Carlo- 
vitz having  assisted  her  and  Lisette  into  the  car, 
g5 
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where  he  had  ah*eady  deposited  the  Baroness, 
drove  slowly  on.  The  night  was  now  fine,  and 
the  road  so  much  better,  that  they  soon  reached 
the  place  of  their  destination,  where  Carlovitz 
allowed  them  to  remain  the  whole  of  the  follow- 
ing day  to  recruit  their  exhausted  strength. 
Nothing  however  occured  worthy  of  remark, 
as  the  people  of  the  place  spoke  neither  French 
nor  German,  and  seemed  to  have  no  ideas  be- 
yond the  performance  of  the  monotonous  rou- 
tine of  their  daily  labours. 

No  adventures  happened  to  the  fair  travellers 
when  they  proceeded  on  their  journey,  save  some 
trifling  difficulties  about  getting  horses,  till  they 
reached  Baag,  a  pretty  village  half  buried  in 
trees,  where  the  peasants  positively  refused  to 
supply  them  with  cattle  till  they  had  done  their 
day's  work  at  the  plough  !  Carlovitz  was  en- 
raged at  their  obstinacy,  and  by  dint  of  mingled 
threats  and  entreaties,  he  at  length  discovered 
that  some  fresh  horses  were  concealed  in  a  stable 
at  a  little  distance ;  and,  lest  he  should  be  again 
deceived,  he  went  in  search  of  them  himself. 

It  was  a  lovely  evening,  and  Adelaide  and  her 
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friend  preferred  waiting  his  return  in  the  open 
air,  to  entering  the  crowded  inn ;  for  it  was  a 
kind  of  fair,  and  immense  numbers  of  peasants 
from  all  quarters  were  assembled  together.  Some 
of  these  were  dancing  on  a  level  green  sur- 
rounded by  trees,  whilst  one  of  the  young  Cy- 
gani  was  playing  to  them  on  his  guitar.  Ade- 
laide and  the  Baroness  approached  this  group ; 
and,  seating  themselves  upon  a  log  of  wood,  un- 
der a  spreading  beech-tree,  they  looked  with 
pleasure  on  the  scene,  which  was  bounded  by  a 
gently  rising  eminence  covered  with  vines ;  be- 
hind which  the  sun  was  slowly  sinking,  and  ting- 
ing the  ripe  grapes  with  a  thousand  glowing 
tints  from  its  lingering  rays:  after  gazing  for 
some  time  upon  this  splendid  sun-set,  their  at- 
tention was  attracted  by  an  imp-Uke  boy,  who 
was  amusing  the  peasants,  by  throwing  somer- 
sets, and  performing  tricks  of  ledgerdemain. 
They  instandy  recognized  Osky,  and  he  also  re- 
membered them ;  for,  approaching  Adelaide,  he 
threw  himself  at  her  feet,  exclaiming,  "  I  am 
your  slave,  lady,  and  I  will  protect  you." 

Adelaide  could  scarcely  help  laughing  at  the 
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offer  of  protection  from  such  a  wild-looking 
monster;  but  to  her  surprise,  the  Baroness 
looked  grave. 

"  What  danger  awaits  us  ?  "  asked  she,  of  the 
httle  fiend. 

"  More  than  you  dream  of,"  returned  he; 
"  your  friends  are  countless,  and  grand  as  the 
stars  of  the  firmament,  but  they  are  as  distant ; 
whilst  your  enemy  is  as  the  resistless  lightning 
darting  from  the  clouds,  which  will  strike  when 
you  are  not  aware,  and  when  there  is  none  near 
to  help  you,  save  Osky." 

Carlovitz  now  appeared:  "  The  horses  are 
ready,  madam,"  said  he,  abruptly  addressing 
the  Baroness,  who  passed  as  Mrs.  Seymour, 
and  was  consequently  supposed  his  mistress. 

The  Baroness  rose,  and  advanced  towards 
their  rude  carriage ;  but  turning,  ere  she  reached 
it,  she  saw  a  look  pass  between  Carlovitz  and 
Osky  which  seemed  to  wither  her  heart,  and  she 
heard  the  former  say  in  Latin,  which  he  thought 
she  did  not  understand ;  "  Wretch  !  if  you  in- 
terfere again,  dread  his  vengeance." 

Here  was  food  for  meditation,  even  unto  mad- 
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ness;  for,  notwithstanding  the  finely-propor- 
tioned form  and  beautiful  features  of  Carlovitz, 
which  might  have  served  as  a  model  for  those  of 
the  Belvidere  Apollo,  there  was  an  expression 
in  his  large  brilliant  eyes,  and  in  his  thin  but 
well-closed  lips,  which  Julie  did  not  like ;  and 
after  sitting  some  time  in  silence,  she  exclaimed 
suddenly, 

"  I  hate  thin  hps." 

"Why,  and  wherefore?"  asked  Adelaide, 
laughing  at  the  oddity  of  her  exclamation. 

"  They  are  always  the  mark  of  a  sulky  tem- 
per, and  a  vindictive  disposition." 

"But  what  has  occasioned  this  phillipic  now?" 

"  Ah  !  what  is  that?  "  shrieked  the  Baroness, 
instea^l  of  answering  :  "  Look  at  that  object !" 

Adelaide  looked  in  the  direction  pointed  out, 
and  was  startled  by  the  appearance  of  a  creature 
which  seemed  scarcely  human,  but  which  in  a 
shrill  voice  demanded  charity.  The  miserable- 
looking  wretch,  from  whom  these  sounds  pro- 
ceeded, was  indeed  the  living  image  of  famine. 
His  pale,  grey,  watery  eyes,  gleamed  faintly 
from  the  deep   hollows  into  which  they  were 
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sunk;  whilst  the  projecting  bones  of  his  face 
seemed  wrapped  in  dry  and  withered  skin, 
which  hung  about  them  in  folds  like  shrivelled 
parchment.  The  gums  had  fallen  from  his 
long  white  teeth,  which  glared  horribly  as  he 
opened  his  thin  livid  lips ;  the  flesh  had  shrunk 
entirely  from  his  thick-jointed  fingers  and  long 
wasted  arms;  whilst  his  feet  looked  strangely  large 
and  disproportionate  to  his  straight  bony  legs, 
and  clattered  as  he  dragged  them  rapidly  along 
to  keep  pace  with  the  carriage;  his  many-co- 
loured garments  floating  in  rags  to  the  wind,  as 
he  ran,  waving  to  and  fro  a  long  white  forked 
stick  of  peeled  hazel  twig,  which  he  carried  in 
his  hand. 

"  Salvete  Dominm  !  '*  cried  this  poor  wretch  ; 
"  Caritas  pro  amove  Dei !  " 

"  Who  is  that  horrible-looking  object,"  asked 
Adelaide,  as  she  threw  some  pieces  of  money  to 
the  wretched  supplicant. 

"  It  is  one  of  the  Treasure-seekers  of  the 
mountains,"  answered  Carlovitz,  gloomily. 

"  Treasure-seekers  !  '*  exclaimed  Adelaide, 
"  Can  one  so  faint  and  feeble  still  dream  of 
treasures  ?  " 
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As  she  spoke,  the  recollection  flashed  across 
her  mind,  of  the  conversation  which  she  had 
had  with  Odenisky,  on  the  last  happy  day  that 
they  had  passed  together,  respecting  this  singu- 
lar race  of  beings ;  and  as  her  eyes  met  those  of 
the  Baroness,  she  saw  that  the  same  thought 
had  occurred  to  her.  Adelaide's  tears  streamed 
down  her  cheeks,  and  her  heart  felt  swelled  al- 
most to  suffocation,  as  all  that  she  had  suffered 
since  that  time  seemed  to  pass  in  review  before 
her ;  for  it  is  astonishing  how  forcibly  a  trifling 
incident  sometimes  recalls  the  remembrance  of 
lost  happiness,  and  in  one  moment,  her  past 
sorrows,  her  present  uncertainty,  and  the  misery 
which  might  be  in  store,  crowded  upon  her 
thoughts,  till  she  felt  scarcely  able  to  endure  the 
load  of  her  afflictions. 

The  Baroness  saw  her  emotion,  and  tried  to 
divert  it,  by  talking  about  the  Treasure-seeker. 

"  You  see  the  horrible  effects  of  avarice,"  said 
she ;  "  it  is  indeed  the  most  lasting  and  the  most 
fatal  of  all  passions.  It  not  only  leads  to  gam- 
bling, and  all  its  attendant  crimes,  but  also  to 
theft,  frauds,  and  forgery ;  as  an  avaricious  man 
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cannot  be  strictly  honest.  It  produces  inhu- 
manity and  — '' 

"  Mercy  !  mercy,  my  dear  JuHe,"  said  Ade- 
laide, faintly  smiling;  "  I  never  saw  you  in  such 
a  mood  before.  What  can  induce  you  to  utter 
such  fearful  tirades  against  avarice  and  thin 
lips?" 

"The  spirit  moves  me,  I  suppose;  or  that 
walking  skeleton.  He  is  worse  than  the  Ana- 
tomic Vivante  !  " 

"  What  brings  you  so  far  from  the  moun- 
tains, Gyrwartz?"  asked  Carlovitz,  addressing 
the  living  spectre  in  German ;  "  You  surely  don't 
expect  to  find  any  treasures  here  ?  ^' 

"  I  came  with  our  good  curate  of  Hadree?  " 

"  What !  Has  he  at  last  ventured  to  visit  his 
a^^ed  uncle  at  A^ria  ?  " 

"  He  is  come  to  gather  his  succession  of  that 
good  man,  who  now  sleeps  with  his  fathers." 

"  He  was  very  old,"  said  Carlovitz,  who 
seemed  for  some  minutes  lost  in  thousrht.  He 
then  asked  if  the  curate  was  accompanied  by  his 
sister  and  niece.  Gyrwartz  answered  in  the 
affirmative,  and  soon  after  dropped  behind. 
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**  I  see  we  are  likely  to  meet  with  entertain- 
ing company  in  the  mountains,"  said  the  Ba- 
roness, gaily.  "  The  two  friends  we  have 
already  acquired  would  make  their  fortune  as 
lions  in  London.  The  English  delight  in  any 
thing  wonderful,  no  matter  what ;  and,  when  I 
was  in  their  capital,  I  remember  that  the  two 
most  popular  lions  of  the  day  were.  Sir  Francis 
Burdett,  who  had  been  just  taken  to  the  Tower; 
and  a  shaved  bear,  which  the  showman  called 
an  Alpine  Savage.'* 

"  Hush  !  hush  !  you  forget  that  we  are  Eng- 
lish." 

"  By  no  means,  I  spoke  in  character,  and 
what  you  blame  was  the  very  perfection  of  acting, 
for  I  assure  you  I  was  quite  true  to  nature,  as  an 
Englishwoman,  when  I  satirized  English  follies. 
The  real  Enghsh  always  abuse  their  own  coun- 
try when  they  are  out  of  it,  and  patronize  foreign- 
ers when  at  home.  Nay,  I  am  told  that  a  very  de- 
serving woman  \^ath  a  large  family,  who  was  an 
artificial-flower-maker,  was  literally  starving, 
till  she  luckily  hit  upon  the  expedient  of  hiring 
an  Italian  to  take  out  her  goods ;  and  that  her 
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scheme  answered  so  well,  that  she  now  keeps 
her  carriage/' 

"  Granting  this  to  be  true,  it  must  be  mo- 
desty which  leads  the  English  to  blame  their 
own  country,  and  a  beneficent  spirit  which  in- 
duces them  to  pity  poor  creatures  far  from  their 
friends  and  native  home ;  both  which  qualities 
ought  to  be  applauded." 

"  No  such  thing,  they  never  think  of  pitying 
these  lucky  strangers.  The  case  is  quite  dif- 
ferent ;  most  youxig  ladies  have  learnt  a  smatter- 
ing of  French  and  Italian,  and  they  like  to  show 
their  cleverness  in  talking  to  the  natives  of 
France  or  Italy  in  their  own  tongues ;  whilst 
the  poor  fellows,  if  they  have  any  discretion, 
answer  at  random,  without  understanding  one 
word  of  what  is  said  to  them.  Thus  keeping 
up  a  conversation,  like  two  fellows  I  have  read 
of,  who  wishing  to  make  some  ignorant  people 
believe  that  they  could  speak  Greek,  began 
alternately,  one  to  repeat  the  Psalms  in  Irish, 
and  the  other  the  Lord's  Prayer  and  Belief  in 
Low  Dutch." 

"  How  ridiculous  !  Do  you  know  that  I  have 
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taken  a  strong  fancy  into  my  head,  whilst  you 
have  been  speaking,  that  I  should  like  to  see  this 
curate  whom  the  Treasure-seeker  spoke  of,  par- 
ticularly since  he  has  ladies  in  his  company." 

"But.  why?'' 

*'  First  because  we  have  hitherto  seen  nothing 
but  peasantry,  and  I  should  like  to  know  some- 
thing of  the  better  classes  of  a  people  amongst 
whom  I  may  spend  all  my  future  life;  and 
secondly " 

"  Aye,  there's  the  matter  of  the  discourse. 
The  rest  was  only  an  exordium ;  a  woman  never 
tells  her  mind  till  the  postscript." 

"  And  secondly,  because  I  think  we  may  learn 
something  from  them  about  Odenisky  without 
committing  ourselves.  I  think  that  I  have  heard 
him  speak  of  Hadree,  and  that  it  is  not  far  from 
Gros  Lomnitz,  a  village  amongst  the  mountains, 
which  Carlovitz  says  is  close  to  my  husband's 
estates." 

"  Admirable !  and  so  we  may  have  some 
chance  of  finding  a  protector,  even  if  all  our 
handsome  guide  has  been  telling  us  should  turn 
out  to  be  only  fiction." 
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Here  Carlovitz,  who  was  sitting  in  front,  on  a 
kind  of  dickey,  turned  round,  and  gave  the  Ba- 
roness a  look  which  made  her  tremble. 

"  Good  God  !  "  whispered  she  to  Adelaide ; 
"  surely  he  cannot  have  understood  what  I  said." 

They  had  been  speaking  French,  a  language 
of  which  Carlovitz  had  previously  declared  his 
ignorance,  and  Adelaide  did  not  dare  to  reply,  as 
she  feared  her  friend's  suspicion  was  only  too  well 
founded,  and  she  dreaded  lest  she  should  give 
new  cause  of  offence.  The  Baroness  was  also 
afraid  to  say  more,  and  they  proceeded  in 
silence. 

When  the  carriage,  or  rather  waggon,  stopped 
at  Agria,  Carlovitz  was  particularly  alert.  He 
would  not  suffer  his  fair  charges  to  alight  at 
the  regular  inn,  but  took  them  to  a  cottage  close 
by,  where,  he  said,  they  would  find  more  conve- 
nient accomodation.  Adelaide  and  Julie  could 
scarcely  conceal  their  uneasiness,  for  this  con- 
firmed their  worst  fears ;  and,  whilst  it  showed 
plainly  his  determination  that  they  should  not 
hold  any  communication  with  the  family  of  the 
curate,  proved  also  that  he  had  understood  what 
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they  said,  and  that  he  was  afraid  of  their  making 
inquiries  about  Odenisky.  The  most  gloomy 
forebodings  now  took  possession  of  their  minds ; 
and  they  did  not  dare  to  speak,  lest  they  should 
be  overheard.  Luckily,  however,  something  was 
the  matter  with  the  wheels  of  their  clumsy  ve- 
hicle, which  made  it  necessary  that  Carlovitz 
should  attend  to  their  repair  in  person ;  and  he 
was  no  sooner  out  of  sight,  than  the  unhappy 
friends  flew  into  each  other's  arms,  and  gave 
vent  to  their  misery  in  tears. 

"What  will  become  of  us?"  cried  Adelaide. 
"  Alas  !  it  was  but  this  morning,  when  gazing 
on  the  blue  mountains,  wliich  serve  as  a  boun- 
dary to  these  gloomy  plains,  and  tliat  seem  to 
mingle  with  the  clouds  wliich  hang  upon  their 
summits,  that  they  appeared  to  me  like  an  ideal 
kingdom  of  happiness,  which  I  was  destined 
never  to  reach,  and  I  thought  again  of  that  fatal 
dream  which  has  so  often  and  so  Ions:  haunted 
my*  imagination. 

"  Do  tell  it  to  me,"  said  the  Baroness ;  "  I 
have  often  wished  to  hear  it,  and  now  is  a  fitting 
opportunity." 
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**  I  thought  I  was  in  a  vast  cathedral,  so 
large,  indeed,  that  it  seemed  never  made  by 
mortal  hands;  rocks  were  its  pillars,  and  the 
starry  heavens  its  canopy  ;  yet  was  it  a  complete 
church  with  broad  aisles,  ornamented  chapels,  and 
a  splendid  altar,  before  which  I  stood  with  Ode- 
nisky,  ready  to  plight  those  vows  which  were  to 
make  me  his  for  ever.  Suddenly,  a  tall  masked 
figure  stood  between  us,  and  tore  us  asunder. 
He  held  me  firmly  in  his  grasp,  and  I  perceived 
that  we  rose  together  from  the  earth.  I  looked 
back,  however,  and  saw  Odenisky  lying  upon  a 
bier,  covered  with  a  black  pall,  and  having  a 
ghastly  wound  gaping  on  his  forehead,  whilst 
monks  were  chanting  the  funeral  service  by  his 
side.  I  saw  him  no  more ;  for  I  was  still  borne 
onwards  high  in  air;  and  cities,  plains,  and 
forests  lay  beneath  my  feet.  At  last,  I  saw  some 
mountains,  and  I  thought  I  knew  that  my  op- 
pressor's power  could  not  carry  me  beyond  them. 
They  grew  nearer  and  nearer,  and  I  could  see 
crowds  of  angels  upon  their  summits,  and  hear 
them  singing  to  their  golden  harps  hymns  of  wel- 
come.   Another  moment,  I  thought,  and  I  shall 
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be  safe ;  but,  alas !  just  then,  my  enemy  dashed 
me  downwards,  and  I  fell  into  a  tremendous 
abyss,  wrapt  in  utter  darkness.  I  then  awoke ; 
thoufjh  the  terror  I  felt  had  left  its  traces  so 
strongly  impressed  upon  my  countenance,  that 
you  remarked  them  the  very  instant  you  came 
into  my  chamber." 

Before  the  Baroness  could  reply,  the  door  of 
their  apartment  opened;  and  GjTwartz,  the 
Treasure-seeker  of  the  mountains,  with  a  lady 
quite  as  extraordinary  in  her  way,  as  he  was  in 
his,  appeared  before  them. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


II  n'y  a  point  au  monde  un  si  penible  metier  que  celui  de  se  faire 
un  grand  nom  ;  la  vie  s'achfeve  avantque  Ton  ait  a  peine  ^bauch^ 
son  ouvrage.  La  Bruyere. 

The  extraordinary  apparition  who  accompa- 
nied the  Treasure-seeker  in  his  visit  to  the  fair 
travellers,  was  a  short,  fat  woman,  about  fifty, 
with  a  figure  a  la  Venus  de  Hottentot,  arrayed  in 
a  light  blue,  English  riding  habit  made  of  broad 
cloth,  the  long  skirts  of  which  she  gathered  up 
round  the  most  prominent  part  of  her  person, 
in  the  oddest  manner  imaginable.  The  weather 
was  very  warm,  and  thus  added  new  charms  to 
a  round,  shining,  rosy  face,  which  looked  like  a 
large  piony  just  bursting  from  its  bud,  the  leafy 
part  being  well  imitated  by  a  long,  full,  green 
veil,   which  was  thrown  up  in  front,  the  ends 
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being  fastened  under  her  chin ;  an  EngHsh  black 
beaver  riding-hat  completed  her  costume ;  and 
this  was  stuck  coquettishly  on  one  side,  so  as  to 
display  an  immense  quantity  of  stiff,  grey  hair, 
which  was  not  only  frizzed,  but  powdered  pro- 
fusely, much  in  the  fashion  of  a  full-grown  cau- 
liflower. This  strange  figure  paused  a  moment 
at  the  door-way,  in  order  to  survey  Adelaide 
and  Julie  attentively ;  and  then  waddling  to^ 
wards  them,  as  fast  as  her  cumbrous  garments 
would  allow,  she  embraced  first  one,  and  then 
the  other,  with  an  earnestness  which  covered 
both  with  powder,  from  her  extraordinary  coif- 
fure. 

"  Ah  !  "  cried  she,  in  very  good  French,  "  how 
enchanted  !  how  delighted  I  am  to  come  in  con- 
tact, for  the  first  time,  with  individuals  of  your 
charming,  elegant,  and  highly-informed  nation. 
1  am  so  agitated  that  I  cannot  yet  recover  my- 
self enough  to  speak  your  language  ;  but,  in  a 
very  short  time,  I  will  address  you  only  in  your 
native  tongue." 

The  Baroness  and  Adelaide  looked  at  each 
other  in  dismay ;  but  the  former  soon  recovered 
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herself,  and  with  her  usual  ease  expressed  her 
delight  at  meeting  with  so  intelligent  and  fasci- 
nating an  acquaintance,  in  so  secluded  a  situa- 
tion, and  ended  by  begging  to  be  informed  to 
whom  she  had  the  honour  of  addressing  herself. 

"  My  name  is  Mademoiselle  Wascho,"  said 
the  lady,  with  great  dignity ;  "  and  I  am  the  sis- 
ter of  the  curate  of  Hadree.'* 

Adelaide's  eyes  sparkled  with  pleasure  at  this 
announcement,  and  both  she  and  the  Baroness 
forgot  the  danger  they  ran  of  being  obliged  to 
speak  English,  in  their  anxiety  to  make  them- 
selves agreeable  to  their  strange  guest. 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  I  am  charmed 
at  this  encounter,"  continued  Mademoiselle 
Wascho,  after  the  first  common-places  had 
passed.  "  How  do  things  go  on  in  England  ? 
Any  thing  new  at  Ranelagh  or  Vauxhall !  I 
have  a  list  of  new  books  every  year  from  a  friend 
of  mine  at  Dantzic,  who  has  it  direct  from 
Leipsig  ;  so,  you  see,  I  know  all  the  English  cus- 
toms down  to  the  present  time.  How  do  you 
like  my  dress  ?    Isn't  it  quite  English  ?    I  am 
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surprized  not  to  see  you  attired  in  the  fashion 
of  your  country!  " 

"  The  climate  is  so  much  warmer  here  than 
with  us,  that  we  could  not  bear  broadcloth,"  re- 
turned the  Baroness,  gravely. 

"  Aye,  aye,  I  know  your  climate  is  very  cold, 
and  that  you  never  see  the  sun.  How  odd  that 
must  be,  and  I  have  been  told  that  you  have 
such  thick  fogs,  that  you  can  cut  them  and  eat 
them ;  are  they  good  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  say  that  they  are  much  to  my 
taste,"  said  the  Baroness,  scarcely  able  to  keep 
her  countenance,  and  quite  relieved  from  her 
fears  of  being  detected  as  an  impostor. 

"  I  hope  you  will  excuse  my  intrusion,  but  I 
have  so  long  wished  to  know  a  real  English 
woman,  and  there  are  so  many  things  in  your 
manners  which  I  don't  quite  understand,  and 
which  perhaps  you  will  have  the  goodness  to 
explain  to  me,  that  when  I  heard  that  English 
ladies  were  actually  in  the  same  town,  and 
within  my  reach,  I  could  not  resist." 

Adelaide  and  the  Baroness  both  expressed 
their  delight  at  seeing  her,  and  their  earnest 
K  2 


14$  STORTES    OF    A    BRIDE. 

wish  to  become  acquainted  with  the  other  mem- 
bers of  her  family. 

"  Oh  you  will  not  like  them  so  well  as  you 
do  me,"  said  the  Anglo-Hungarian  lady ;  "  they 
are  quite  different.  My  brother  is  a  tolerably 
good  sort  of  man,  but  he  knows  nothing ;  and 
as  to  Theresa  — '' 

At  this  moment  the  door  of  the  room  again 
opened,  and  Carlovitz  entered  the  apartment. 
All  started  !  the  gaunt  Treasure-seeker  stood 
aghast;  his  long,  misshapen  limbs  quivering; 
his  wolfish  teeth  unclosed,  and  his  sunken  eyes 
opened  to  their  utmost  limits,  whilst  Adelaide 
and  the  Baroness  felt  almost  like  naughty  chil- 
dren dreading  the  master's  rod.  To  their  great 
surprise,  however,  Carlovitz  instead  of  being 
angry,  was  more  than  usually  complaisant. 

"  Your  brother  has  inquired  for  you,  lady," 
said  he,  addressing  Mademoiselle  Wascho." 

"  Then  I  must  go,"  returned  the  lady;  "  how- 
ever, you  shall  see  me  very  soon  again."  And 
so  saying,  she  waddled  off,  turning  back,  how- 
ever, just  as  she  reached  the  door,  and  adding, 
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in  English,  with  friendly  nod,  "  How  do  you 
do  ?  " 

The  Treasure-seeker  followed  her,  bowing 
profoundly  to  the  ladies,  and  the  door  had  no 
sooner  closed  upon  the  ill-matched  pair,  than 
the  Baroness  burst  into  a  most  violent  fit  of 
laughter,  in  which  Adelaide,  and  even  Carlovitz, 
joined. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  ladies,"  said  the 
latter;  "but  Mademoiselle  \\^ascho,  as  she  calls 
herself,  is  so  irresistibly  ridiculous,  that  it  is 
quite  impossible  to  refrain.  I  own,  candidly, 
that  I  wished  to  prevent  your  nleeting;  but, 
since  you  have  encountered  her,  it  is  but  fair 
that  you  should  see  the  rest  of  her  family,  that 
you  may  not  remain  with  the  impression  that 
Mademoiselle  Wascho  is  a  fair  specimen  of  our 
Hungarian  gentry.  No ;  low  as  my  country  has 
sunk  in  the  rank  of  nations,  thank  God,  such 
Specimens  are  mere  excrescences  of  the  soil, 
which  would  excite  indignation,  if  they  were  not 
below  contempt !  " 

Both  Adelaide  and  her  friend  were  astonished 
at  the  tone  in  which  Carlovitz  now  spoke.     His 
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manner  was  no  longer  either  that  of  an  attentive 
servant,  or  a  rigid  gaoler,  but  that  of  an  inde- 
pendant  gentleman,  equal  to  themselves  in  rank 
and  education,  though  circumstances  had  com- 
pelled him  to  assume  a  character  inferior  to  his 
own.  They  did  not  dare,  however,  to  notice 
the  change,  but  merely  expressed  a  wish  to 
know  some  of  the  particulars  of  the  family  to 
which  they  were  to  be  introduced. 

"The  curate  of  Hadree,"  said  Carlovitz,  "is  a 
sensible,  well-informed  man.  It  is  true  that  he 
has  never  been  beyond  his  native  mountains, 
and  knows  nothing  of  the  world  but  what  he 
has  acquired  from  books ;  but  then  he  makes  no 
pretensions  to  knowledge  which  he  does  not 
possess,  and  is  always  ready  to  confess  his  ig- 
norance. He  is  the  eldest  of  three  brothers. 
The  second  is  a  merchant  at  Pesth;  and  the 
youngest,  enraptured  at  the  thought  of  freedom 
which  the  French  Revolution  seemed  to  promise 
to  the  world,  entered  the  armies  of  France. 
Hungarians  can  never  forget  that  the  right  of 
choosing  their  Sovereign  once  rested  solely  in 
themselves ;  or,  in  other  words,  that  they  once 
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were  free;  nay,  even  now,  degraded  as  they 
are,  though  liberty  has  been  long  unknown  to 
them  but  as  an  empty  sound,  yet  its  remem- 
brance is  still  dear  to  their  hearts,  and  the  name 
of  freedom  still  thrills  through  every  nerve. 
Precious,  indeed,  is  that  remembrance,  for  it  is 
hallowed  by  the  blood  of  martyred  patriots ;  and 
when  the  people  of  France  rose  against  their 
tyrants,  and  impatiently  threw  off  the  yoke 
which  had  so  long  enthralled  them,  the  cry  of 
freedom  reached  even  these  secluded  mountains, 
and  found  its  echo  in  every  breast.  Then  did 
my  —  I  mean  the  brother  of  the  curate,  rouse 
himself  at  the  sound ;  and,  hoping  that  regenera- 
tion would  rapidly  spread  over  all  Europe,  he 
hastened  to  enrol  himself  in  the  bands  of  the 
fiivoured  country  destined  to  give  it  birth.  He 
fought  bravely,  and  he  died  nobly;  whilst  his 
heart  was  spared  a  bitter  pang,  as  he  fell  upon 
the  field  of  glory  before  the  despot  Napoleon 
had  yet  thrown  off  the  mask,  and  avowed  him- 
self in  his  true  colours." 

Carlovitz  paused,  but  his   fine   eyes  flashed 
fire,  and  his  cheeks  glowed  with  enthusiasm ; 
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whilst  his  whole  countenance  expressed  such  in- 
telligence and  animation,  that  his  auditors  could 
scarcely  believe  him  to  be  the  same  person  who 
had  appeared  to  them  when  they  first  saw  him, 
a  mere  ignorant,  stupid  peasant,  only  one  de- 
gree above  a  brute. 

"  I  am  digressing  too  widely,"  resumed  Car- 
lovitz,  after  a  short  silence;  "but  upon  this 
subject  I  find  it  difficult  to  master  my  feelings. 
I  will  now  endeavour  to  be  more  concise.  The 
curate's  brother  had  married  a  young  French 
woman  of  noble  birth,  whose  friends  discarded 
her  because  the  object  of  her  choice  was  a  poor 
Hungarian.  This  hapless  woman,  whose  beauty 
(though  she  was  lovely  as  an  angel)  was  her 
least  qualification,  had  accompanied  her  hus- 
band, some  years  before  his  death,  on  a  visit  to 
his  native  mountains,  and  had  there  given  birth 
to  a  son,  who  was  left  in  the  care  of  the  good 
curate,  whilst  she  followed  her  husband  in  his 
last  and  fatal  campaign.  She  was  again  preg- 
nant when  he  died;  and  poor  and  friendless, 
she  bent  her  widowed  steps  towards  Hadree,  as 
her  sole  haven  of  refuge.    Her  second  child  was 
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a  daughter,  who  —  but  why  attempt  to  describt 
Therese  ?  You  will  soon  see  her,  and  her  ingt- 
huous  soul  is  written  upon  her  countenance,  and 
speaks  in  every  glance.  Her  breast  is  open  as 
the  day,  and  she  has  not  one  thought  which  she 
need  conceal. 

*'  Happy  in  her  children  and  herself,  die 
widowed  mother  was  soon  beginning  to  become 
reconciled  to  her  fate,  when  a  new  affliction  al- 
most overpowered  her.  The  wealthy  merchant 
at  Pesth  sent  an  imperious  mandate,  requirint!' 
her  to  deliver  up  her  first-born  —  her  darlinu 
son.  She  long  wavered,  and  was  strongly 
tempted  to  refuse;  but  at  length  a  mother's 
love  prevailed  over  every  selfish  feeling.  Her 
rich  brother-in-law  was  unmarried,  and  he  pro- 
mised to  make  her  son  his  heir.  Accursed  gold  ! 
not  even  her  pure  breast  could  entirely  defy  its 
influence.  She  permitted  her  son  to  leave  her. 
and  she  never  saw  him  more." 

Carlovitz  again  stopped ;  his  feelings  evidently 

overpowered  him ;  and  he  walked  to  and  fro  in 

violent  agitation,   dashing  his  hand  across  his 

brows,  whilst  his  fair  auditors  gazed  upon  him 

H  5 
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with  ill-disguised  alarm.  Suddenly  he  threw  him- 
self into  a  chair,  and,  leaning  upon  the  table,  hid 
his  face  in  both  his  hands.  A  few  minutes 
seemed  to  restore  his  recollection,  he  rose,  and 
gracefully  apologized  for  his  conduct : 

<«  Forgive  me,"  said  he,  "  my  ladies,  if  I 
have  offended  against  that  respect  which  I  am 
bound  to  show  you,  not  more  from  duty  than 
inclination.  I  am  a  poor,  untaught,  moun- 
taineer, untrained  in  the  manners  of  courts,  and 
ignorant  of  the  usual  forms  of  society.  I  knew 
something  of  the  young  man  I  was  speaking  of. 
His  fate  was  dreadful,  though  it  is  unknown  to 
his  relations.  They  have  heard  nothing  of  him 
since  he  was  ten  years  old;  his  uncle  wished 
him  to  forget  them,  and  would  allow  of  no  com- 
munication between  them.  The  order  was 
thought  cruel  at  the  time,  but  it  has  spared 
them  much  misery." 

"  Your  story  is  deeply  interesting,"  said  the 
Baroness,  "  and  I  feel  prepared  to  love  the  cu- 
rate and  his  fair  niece ;  but  you  have  forgotten 
to  explain  the  whims  of  Mademoiselle  Wascho." 

"  Once,  in  the  course  of  her  monotonous  ex- 
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istence,"  said  Carlo vitz,  "  Mademoiselle  Was- 
cho  left  her  native  mountains,  and  visited  Dant- 
zic.  That  journey  forms  the  only  memorable 
epoch  in  her  life,  and  she  rarely  utters  a  sen- 
tence without  contriving  to  recur  to  it.  Even 
when  she  speaks  of  any  remarkable  event,  the 
only  date  by  which  she  can  comprehend  when 
it  happened,  is  when  she  is  told  whether  it  was  be- 
fore or  after  her  journey  to  Dantzic.  During  the 
course  of  this  never-to-be-forgotten  pilgi'image 
she  saw  the  sea,  that  incomprehensible  object  to 
Hungarian  minds ;  and  formed  an  acquaintance 
with  a  French  family,  who  had  emigrated  to 
England  during  the  first  years  of  the  Revolu- 
tion, and  had  afterwards  settled  at  Dantzic. 
That  moment  sealed  her  destiny ;  and  from  that 
moment  she  became  so  violently  afflicted  with 
that  incurable  disease  called  the  Anglomania, 
that  she  has  never  since  had  a  single  lucid  inter- 
val. She  had  previously  called  herself  Made- 
moiselle Wascho,  out  of  compliment  to  her  sis- 
ter-in-law, upon  whose  business  this  memorable 
journey  was  undertaken  ;  or  I  suppose  that  she 
would  now  have  taken  the  appellation  of  Miss. 
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However,  though  she  did  not  assume  an  English 
title,  she  did  what  she  conceives  to  be  an  English 
dress,  which  she  has  worn  ever  since,  in  defiance 
alike  of  our  burning  sun,  and  the  close,  oppressive 
heat  of  our  secluded  valleys.  She  also  obtained 
some  old  English  school-books,  magazines,  and 
newspapers,  by  the  aid  of  which  she  began  to  study 
the  language,  and  to  adopt  the  manners  of  the 
English.  She  is  dying  to  be  thought  clever,  and 
no  one  ever  worked  harder  than  she  does  to  ob- 
tain a  name.  You  see  what  has  been  the  result; 
and  I  have  only  to  add,  that  you  need  not  fear 
that  she  will  detect  any  inaccuracies  in  your  lan- 
guage, even  if  you  speak  English  to  her,  for, 
though  she  has  learned  a  few  phrases,  she  would 
not  be  able  to  discover  the  difference  if  you  were 
o  answer  her  in  Arabic,  particularly  if  you  speak 
low,  as,  in  addition  to  her  other  qualifications, 
she  is  rather  deaf,  and  does  not  like  to  own  it." 

"What  an  enchanting  creature,"  cried  the 
Baroness,  laughing  excessively ;  "  but  how  did 
she  contrive  to  learn  such  good  French?" 

"  From  her  sister-in-law,  who  generally  spoke 
no  other  language,  and  who  is  only  lately  dead. 
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The  curate  and  Therese  are  equally  good  French 
scholars,  though  the  latter  invariably  expresses 
herself  in  the  metaphorical  imagery  of  her  native 
land  ;  be  the  language  she  speaks  what  it  may, 
will  you  permit  the  curate  and  his  niece  to  wait 
upon  you?" 

"  Certainly,  if  you  will  have  the  kindness  to 
bring  them  ;  we  shall  indeed  be  most  happy  to 
see  them  as  soon  as  possible." 

Carlovitz  smiled  ;  repeated  the  word  "  kind- 
ness" faintly  to  himself,  and  retired. 

"  Well,"  said  the  Baroness,  "what  think  you 
of  our  adventures  now  ?  I  was  just  going  to 
fancy  a  new  version  of  the  old  fairy-tale  of 
Beauty  and  the  Beast  (you  and  your  friend 
Osky,  you  know),  when  lo !  our  very  serving 
man  starts  up  a  prince  in  disguise." 

"  He  certainly  is  other  than  he  appears," 
returned  Adelaide. 

"  Perhaps  the  Prince  Poniatowski  himself," 
resumed  the  Baroness,  "  who  it  will  turn  out, 
only  made  believe  to  be  drowned :  but  I  forgot, 
he  was  a  Pole,  think  on " 

A  gentle  tap  at  the  door  interrupted  her. 
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Carlovitz  had  returned.  "  Pardon  me,"  said  he, 
"  but  I  forgot  to  mention  that  it  will  be  prudent 
to  make  no  inquiries  respecting  Odenisky." 

"Why?"  asked  the  Baroness  suspiciously. 

"  He  is  not  known  by  that  name  here ;  under 
the  peculiar  circumstances  of  the  case,  he  has 
thought  proper  to  assume  the  appellation  of  the 
Jaeger  Jasko,  and  it  may  be  as  well  to  make  no 
inquiries  even  after  him  in  that  character 
either." 

Carlovitz  again  retired,  but  the  fair  cousins 
felt  no  longer  any  inclination  to  laugh;  for 
though  they  scarcely  knew  what  to  fear,  the 
very  indistinctness  of  their  danger  seemed  to  in- 
crease their  terrors.  They  could  not  reconcile 
the  incongruities  by  which  they  were  surrounded, 
and  particularly  the  last;  as  they  knew  tiiat  Ode- 
nisky  was  so  devotedly  attached  to  his  name,  that 
no  consideration  would  induce  him  to  assume 
another.  All  was  confusion  in  their  minds,  and 
before  they  could  either  of  them  arrange  their 
ideas  sufficiently  to  speak,  the  curate  and  his 
niece  arrived ;  but  those  persons  deserve  a  new 
chapter  for  their  introduction. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Harpago. — Pourrais-je  savoir  de  vous,  Maitre  Jacques,  ce  que 
Ton  dit  de  moi  ? 

M.  Jacques.  — Oui,  Monsieur,  si  j'etais  assurd  que  cela  ne  vous 
fachat  pas. 

Harpago. — Point  du  tout  ;  au  contraire,  c'est  me  falre  plaisir, 
et  je  suis  bien  aise  d'apprendre  comme  on  parle  de  moi. 

MoLIERE. 

No  one,  perhaps,  had  ever  a  greater  longing 
after  fame  than  Mademoiselle  Wascho ;  and,  as 
persons  who  have  a  passion  for  notoriety  are 
always  exceedingly  anxious  to  know  the  effect 
produced  by  their  first  appearance  upon  stran- 
gers, she  was  so  impatient  to  learn  what  the 
English  ladies  thought  of  her  acquirements,  that, 
instead  of  accompanying  her  brother  and  niece 
in  their  visit,  she  lingered  behind  in  the  hope 
that  she  might  see  Carlovitz,  whom  she  thought 
too  simple  not  to  tell  the  exact  truth,  and   that 
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she  might  have  an  opportunity  of  interrogating 
him  upon  the  subject. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  curate  and  Therese  were 
compelled  to  introduce  themselves;  though,  if 
the  observation  be  true,  that  a  handsome 
countenance  is  always  a  sufficient  letter  of 
recommendation,  they  needed  no  other  advo- 
cates. The  curate  was  a  tall,  venerable-looking 
old  man,  somewhat  bent  by  age,  and  with  long, 
white,  silvery  hair  streaming  over  his  shoulders. 
His  countenance  expressed  the  utmost  mildness 
and  benignity,  but  his  step  was  infirm,  and  time 
had  not  only  worn  furrows  in  his  brow,  but  had 
robbed  his  eyes  of  their  lustre  and  depth  of  co- 
lour; still,  however,  they  were  clear,  though  pale, 
and  there  was  such  an  air  of  goodness  spread 
over  his  whole  countenance,  that  even  strangers 
involuntarily  felt  inspired  with  respect  and  love. 

It  was  scarcely  possible  to  imagine  a  finer 
contrast  than  existed  between  this  noble  wreck 
and  the  youthful  graces  of  Therese.  The  one 
seemed  like  the  ruin  of  a  splendid  temple  falling 
to  decay,  whilst  the  other  appeared  like  a  lovely 
flower  sprung  up  beneath  its  shade.    Therese  was 
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exquisitely  beautiful,  and  had  none  of  the  awk- 
wardness or  coarseness  of  her  countrywomen ; 
her  face  and  form,  indeed,  were  those  of  an  east- 
ern houri,  whilst  her  large,  full,  black  eyes, 
swimming  in  liquid  lustre,  seemed  to  betray  that 
passion  was  not  a  stranger  to  her  soul.  Her 
dress  was  that  of  a  mountaineer  :  on  her  head 
she  wore  a  turban  formed  of  rolls  of  scarlet  and 
white,  curiously  entwined,  from  under  which 
her  long  black  hair  hung  in  glossy  ringlets  upon 
her  shoulders ;  a  tight  vest,  laced  in  front,  showed 
the  graceful  contour  of  her  shape,  over  which 
hung  a  loose  jacket,  with  large  wide  sleeves,  gor- 
geously embroidered.  Her  chemise  of  the  finest 
linen  reached  in  small  plaits  to  her  throat, 
where  it  was  finished  by  a  band.  A  gold  cross 
was  suspended  by  a  black  ribband  from  her 
neck ;  and  her  full  white  petticoat,  which  was 
short  enough  to  show  a  delicately-shaped  foot 
and  ancle,  was  ornamented  in  front  by  a  plaid 
apron  of  various  colours,  finished  by  a  deep 
fringe.  Adelaide  and  the  Baroness  both  gazed 
upon  her  with  admiration,  attracted  equally  by 
her  beauty  and  the  singular  costume  by  which 
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it  was  adorned ;  and  were  perfectly  astonished 
at  the  gracefulness  of  her  deportment ;  for,  not- 
withstanding the  seclusion  in  which  the  curate 
and  his  niece  had  passed  their  lives  (for  neither 
had  ever  been  a  hundred  miles  from  their  be- 
loved mountains),  neither  showed  the  least 
symptoms  of  bashfulness  or  reserve,  but  fell  into 
discourse  naturally  and  easily  upon  the  objects 
most  likely  to  attract  a  stranger's  attention  in 
their  country,  and  the  most  remarkable  of  these 
was  the  Treasure- seeker. 

"  I  consider  Gyrwartz,"  said  the  curate,  after 
a  short  conversation  upon  other  subjects,  "  al- 
most as  a  member  of  my  family,  yet  I  frequently 
lose  sight  of  him  for  several  months  together, 
when  he  is  with  his  brethren  of  the  same  pro- 
fession, seeking  for  the  invisible  treasures.  At 
these  times,  no  persuasion  would  induce  him  to 
stay  behind  them  a  single  hour,  lest  he  should 
lose  his  chance ;  and  though  he  is  warmly  at- 
tached to  me  and  my  family,  I  am  persuaded 
that  he  would  leave  me,  if  I  were  dying,  sooner 
than  neglect  his  search." 

"  Then  how  does  he  venture   to  quit    the 
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mountains  now  ?     May  not  the  treasures  be  dis- 
covered during  his  absence  ?'* 

"  You  are  not  yet  acquainted  with  all  the 
mysteries  of  the  craft,  my  dear  Madam.  When 
the  followers  of  Alaric  buried  their  treasures 
they  invoked  the  spirits  of  the  mountains  with 
many  an  unholy  victim,  and  ungodly  rite,  to 
take  them  into  their  charge.  The  spirits  have 
conscientiously  discharged  their  trust;  but  at 
certain  seasons  of  the  year,  when  the  moon  comes 
in  conjunction  with  some  particular  star,  they 
lose  their  power,  and  then  the  Treasure-seekers 
begin  their  search.  During  this  time,  these  mi- 
serable beings  toil  without  ceasing ;  they  desert 
their  homes,  their  occupations,  and  their  fami- 
lies. They  never  think  of  rest,  nor  food,  and  re- 
peated disappointments  only  serve  to  render 
their  pursuit  more  eager.  They  thus  waste 
their  lives  in  fruidess  labour,  and  at  last  die 
fully  convinced  that  their  most  sanguine  hopes 
would  have  been  realized,  if  they  could  but  have 
only  lived  a  little  longer." 

"  How  lamentable  it  is  that  so  much  perse- 
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verance  and  industry  should  be  thrown  away  !  " 
said  Adelaide. 

"  It  is  generally  either  idleness  or  a  thirst  for 
gold  which  makes  the  peasantry  turn  Treasure- 
seekers  ;  but  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  some  use 
the  name  only  as  a  cloak  to  conceal  a  bandit.' ' 

"  What !  then  there  really  are  banditti  in  the 
mountains?"  exclaimed  the  Baroness,  turning 
pale. 

"  I  cannot  deny  that  they  are  very  nume- 
rous, but  be  not  alarmed,  fair  lady ;  an  armed 
force  is  expected  every  day  to  quell  them ;  and 
if  you  are  travelling  across  the  mountains,  and 
your  business  does  not  require  great  haste,  I 
would  recommend  you  to  wait  till  they  have 
met ;  and  I  should  be  only  too  proud,  if  you 
would  condescend  to  take  up  your  abode  till 
then  in  my  humble  cottage.' 

The  Baroness  hesitated,  and  looked  at  Ade- 
laide, whose  fluctuating  colour  bespoke  her  agi^ 
tatioii.  Apparendy,  however,  she  saw  no  ex- 
pression which  seemed  to  imply  a  serious  ob- 
jection to  the  proposal ;  for,  immediately  after- 
wards, she  most  cordially  and  gratefully  accepted 
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it.  At  this  moment,  Mademoiselle  Wascho  joined 
them,  and  was  highly  delighted  at  the  news. 

"  It  must  be  my  manners  that  have  attracted 
them,"  thought  she,  and  drew  herself  up  accord- 
ingly ;  though  nothing  could  be  more  ridiculous 
than  to  see  her  little  fat  figure  putting  on  airs  of 
importance,  and  the  Baroness  had  great  diffi- 
culty to  avoid  laughing  in  her  face. 

"You  have  seen  these  ladies  before,  I  believe, 
sister,"  said  the  curate,  addressing  her. 

"  Oh  yes,"  returned  she,  in  her  droll  Eng- 
lish ;  "  we  have  said  conversations  there  are  three 
hours." 

"  How  admirably  Mademoiselle  speaks  Eng- 
lish ! "  cried  the  Baroness. 

"  Has  she  not  rather  the  French  idiom  ?  " 
asked  the  curate,  smiling. 

"  My  dear  Miss,"  continued  Mademoiselle, 
addressing  Adelaide,  "  you  have  ought  to  make 
acquaintance  with  my  niece." 

And  she  led  Therese  forward  to  embrace 
Adelaide,  who  sighed  deeply  as  she  kissed  her 
pale  cheeks  and  beautiful  forehead.  Therese 
also  sighed.     "  Will  you  love  me,  lady  ?'*  asked 
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she  :  "I  must  love  you,  for  you  are  beautiful  as 
the  fresh  blossoms  of  the  rose,  and  gentle  as  the 
soft  zephyr  of  spring,  when  it  first  breathes  in 
the  valleys." 

Adelaide  smiled  sadly:  "I  will  love  you," 
said  she,  "  if  you  will  accept  of  the  affection  of  a 
broken  heart/* 

"  A  broken  heart !  "  cried  Therese.  "  Can 
one  so  young  and  lovely  have  already  suffered 
the  pangs  of  disappointed  love  ?  " 

"  Silly  child,"  said  her  aunt,  (condescending 
to  speak  French,  in  order  that  she  might  scold 
more  fluently,)  "Do  you  think  that  love  is  the 
only  passion  that  breaks  hearts  ?  " 

Therese  sighed,  but  did  not  reply;  and  the 
party  soon  after  returned  to  their  inn,  leaving 
Adelaide  and  the  Baroness  to  that  rest  of  which 
they  were  so  much  in  need.  Little  conversation 
passed  between  the  fair  cousins  before  they  re- 
tired for  the  night.  The  arrangement  they  had 
made  with  the  curate  seemed  avoided  by  mutual 
consent ;  and  though  the  events  of  the  day  had 
been  too  strange  and  bewildering  to  leave  them 
much  inclination  to  sleep,  they  felt  so  completely 
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wearied,  both  in  body  and  mind,  that  they  were 
glad  to  have  leisure  to  collect  in  silence  their 
scattered  thoughts. 

In  the  meantime,  Mademoiselle  Wascho,  to 
whom  the  events  of  the  day  had  also  been  very 
momentous,  was  by  no  means  inclined  to  close  her 
eyes  till  she  had  heard  the  opinion  of  the  stran- 
gers respecting  her  charms,  and  finding  that  she 
could  not  meet  with  Carlovitz,  so  as  to  give  their 
interview  the  appearance  of  being  accidental, 
she  ordered  Gyrwartz  to  bring  him  before  her, 
in  order  that  she  might  interrogate  him.  He 
obeyed ;  and  Carlovitz  having  resumed  the  stu- 
pid, clownish  manner  which  he  had  worn  when 
he  first  saw  Adelaide,  soon  appeared  in  her  pre- 
sence. 

"  You  were  with  the  ladies  when  I  left  them?'' 
asked  Mademoiselle  Wascho.  "  Did  they 
speak  of  me  when  1  was  gone  ?  "  Then,  having 
first  carefully  surveyed  herself  in  the  glass,  to  see 
how  she  had  looked  during  the  interview,  she 
continued : 

"  I  do  certainly  think  that  I  was  looking  tole- 
rably well ;  and,  very  fortunately,   I  was  very 
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nicely  dressed.  But  I  don't  care  so  much  about 
my  person.  Did  they  say  any  thing  of  my 
talents  ?  " 

"  Your  ladyship  wont  be  angry,  if  I  tell  you?" 

"  Oh  no  !  I  wish  you  to  repeat  exactly  what 
they  said." 

"  Your  ladyship  is  quite  sure  ?" 

"Quite  !  quite  !  don't  torture  me.  I  don't 
care  a  straw  about  it;  I  merely  want  to  know 
in  order  to  tell  my  brother." 

"  Then  they  laughed  for  a  matter  of  an  hour 
after  your  ladyship  was  gone." 

"  Laughed  !  what  at  I  wonder  ?" 

"  Your  ladyship's  wit,  to  be  sure.  I  heard 
them  say  you  were  monstrous  clever." 

"  I  am  glad  to  find  that  some  people  have 
discernment  at  any  rate  ;  for  really  my  brother 
does  say  such  strange  things  to  me,  that  some- 
times I  almost  think  that  I  am  not  clever  at  all.'* 

"Oh,  my  lady,  nobody  can  doubt  that." 

"  Well,  fellow,  here's  something  for  you,  but 
don't  be  extravagant  with  it.  Your  mistresses 
are  going  to  Hadree  with  us  to-morrow." 

Carlovitz  started.     He  almost  forgot  his  as- 
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sumed  character,  and  darted  a  glance  of  fire  at 
poor  Gyrwartz  (who  had  been  present  during  the 
whole  interview),  which  Mademoiselle  Wascho, 
luckily,  was  too  much  occupied  to  observe.  He 
soon  recovered  himself;  and  asked,  with  the 
greatest  apparent  simplicity,  if  his  ladies  were 
going  to  live  always  at  Hadree  ? 

"  Oh  no  !  "  said  Mademoiselle  ;  "  they  will 
only  stay  with  us  till  the  soldiers  have  destroyed 
those  horrible  banditti." 

-  A  suppressed  smile  passed  over  Carlovitz's 
fine  features,  as  he  bowed,  and  asked  the  lady  if 
she  had  any  further  commands  ?  She  answered 
in  the  negative,  and  he  withdrew,  followed  by 
Gyrwartz,  who  seemed  most  anxious  to  depre- 
cate his  anger. 

The  following  morning  found  both  Adelaide 
and  the  Baroness  restless  and  unrefreshed :  in- 
deed, though  they  scarcely  knew  why,  a  new 
and  indefinite  sensation  of  misery  was  now  added 
to  their  former  cares ;  and  they  felt  as  if  both 
themselves  and  their  attendants  were  labouring 
under  the  influence  of  a  painful  enchantment. 
Lisette's  spirits  had  flown,  and  she  was  become 
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gloomy   and  abstracted,   while  unbidden  tears 
frequently  rolled  down  her  cheeks,   when  she 
thought  herself  unobserved;    while  Carlovitz's 
character  was  an  anomaly  which  they  could  not 
understand;    they   knew   not  whether   he   was 
good  or  bad,  an  enemy  or  friend ;  at  all  events 
every  thing  he  said  or  did  was  involved  in  mys- 
tery, and,  though  he  was  their  sole  guide,  they 
could  place  no  confidence  in  him.     The  Cu* 
rate's    family   appeared   kind,    but   they   were 
strangers ;  and  their  residence  was  so  far  distant 
from  any  place  with  which  the  fair  cousins  had 
hitherto  been  familiar ;  the  manners  and  mode 
of  life  of  the  Hungarians  were  so  different  from 
any  thing  that  they  had  been  used  to,  and  the 
whole  country  had  an  air  of  wildness  and  de- 
solation, that  they  felt  wretched  and  uncomfort- 
able; uncertain  what  to  do,  and,   though  mi- 
serable, terrified  at  the  idea  of  change.     Ade- 
laide was  particularly  uneasy,  as  she   was   not 
satisfied  with  herself  for  the  tacit  consent  which 
she  had  given  to  the  arrangement  made  with 
the  Curate ;  and,  when  the  Baroness  attempted 
to  console  her,  she  burst  into  tears. 

"This  is  mere  folly,"  said  Julie,  trying  to 
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rally  her  spirits,  though  she  could  scarcely  re- 
frain from  minjrlinor  her  tears  with  those  of  her 
cousin ;  "  we  ought  rather  to  rejoice  in  having 
found  protectors." 

"  My  heart  upbraids  me  for  our  intended  de- 
lay," said  Adelaide.  "  If  Carlovitz  be  really  the 
agent  of  my  husband,  and  Odenisky  be  suffer- 
ing the  torments  of  a  broken  limb,  how  dread- 
fully his  anguish  may  be  increased  by  the  hourly 
disappointment  of  expecting  his  hesitating  wife. 
In  such  a  case,  what  must  my  affection  be  to 
allow  me  even  to  think  of  personal  danger,  when 
I  ought  to  fly  to  him  through  every  difficulty." 

"  But  I  am  convinced  that  Carlovitz  is  not 
the  agent  of  your  husband;  nay,  more,  I  believe, 
that  he  attained  that  chain  by  improper  means." 

Adelaide  turned  pale.  "  Then  he  must  have 
murdered  my  husband,"  said  she. 

The  Baroness  did  not  reply ;  for  Adelaide's 
supposition  was  too  exactly  the  echo  of  her  own 
thoughts,  for  her  to  deny  its  possibility,  and 
she  felt  too  much  compassion  for  the  unfortu- 
nate wife  to  confirm  it.  Adelaide  hid  her  face 
in  her  hands  for  some  minutes ;  at  length  she 
I  2 


172  STORIES    OF    A   BRIDE. 

appeared  to  have  taken  a  resolution  how  to  act. 

"  Let  us  ask  our  new  friends  if  Odenisky  is  on 
his  estates  ?  "  said  she ;  "if  they  say,  not,  we  will 
then  ask  if  they  know  the  Jaeger  Jasko,  and,  if 
they  answer  in  the  affirmative,  I  will  go  on, 
be  the  peril  what  it  niay ;  but  if  not — "  she 
paused,  and  the  tears  again  trickled  down  her 
cheeks,  as  she  thought  of  the  alternative.  The 
Baroness  embraced  her  affectionately. 

"  Remember  that  your  fate  is  mine,"  whis- 
pered she ;  "  and  that  where  you  go  there  do  I 
go  also." 

Carlovitz  and  Lisette  now  entered,  with  the 
breakfast ;  and  the  ladies  were  astonished  to  see 
how  completely  the  former  had  resumed  his 
original  manner.  They  did  not  notice  it,  how- 
ever ;  and  merely  told  him  that  they  were  going 
with  the  Curate's  family  to  Hadree. 

"  Very  well,  my  ladies,"  said  he ;  "  Gros 
Lomnitz,  which  is  very  near,  is  in  our  direct 
road,  and  a  few  days'  rest  may  do  you  good ;  for 
I  have  observed,  lately,  that  you  are  getting  very 
pale  and  thin.*' 

Adelaide  and  the  Baroness  exchanged  looks 
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of  astonishment  at  this  calmness ;  and  the  for- 
mer, with  great  hesitation,  asked,  "  if  her  hus- 
band would  not  be  displeased  at  her  delay." 

"  Oh  no,  my  lady,"  replied  Carlovitz ;  "  the 
Prince  knows  that  you  would  not  waste  time 
unnecessarily;  and  I  am  sure  that  he  would 
rather  suffer  any  thing,  than  that  you  should 
over  fatigue  yourself." 

Adelaide's  heart  smote  her.  If  her  suspicions 
were  false,  it  would  be  cruelty  to  stay  an  instant ; 
and  she  imaged  to  herself,  Odenisky  pale,  lan- 
guid, and  in  pairt,  whilst  she  asked  herself  how 
any  other  considerations  could  weigh,  even  for  a 
moment,  against  the  chance  of  affording  him 
relief?  ^\^lile  these  thoughts  passed  through 
her  mind,  she  repented  having  promised  to  go 
out  of  her  way  a  single  mile ;  and  it  was  only 
the  recollection  that  Gros  Lomnitz  was  in  the 
road  to  her  husband's  abode,  that  made  her  de- 
termine to  travel  with  the  Curate's  family  at  all. 

Her  thoughts  were  thus  fluctuating,  when  the 
carriage  stopped  at  the  door,  and  she  ascended 
it,  without  having  half  made  up  her  mind  as 
to  what  course  she  ought  to  pm'sue. 
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CHAPTER    XL 


Nddie  diga  d^sta  aqua  no  beb^re. 

Spanish  Proverb. 

There  are,  perhaps,  few  mental  miseries 
greater  than  a  state  of  irresolution.  As  soon  as 
any  plan  of  action  is  decided  upon,  the  mind  is 
relieved ;  but,  whilst  in  doubt,  it  is  always 
wretched. 

The  incessant  prattling  of  Mademoiselle 
Wascho  would  have  been  very  embarrassing  to 
her  new  friends,  if  she  had  not,  luckily,  asked 
her  questions  so  fast  as  to  prevent  the  possi- 
bility of  having  them  answered.  As  it  was,  the 
pseudo- English  ladies  scarcely  spoke  during  the 
whole  of  their  journey  from  Agria  to  Dios 
Gyor ;  for,  notwithstanding  the  resolution  they 
had  taken  to  make  inquiries  respecting  Ode-^ 
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Tiisky,  both  Adelaide  and  the  Baroness  were  too 
much  afraid  of  having  their  worst  suspicions 
confirmed,  to  dare  to  mention  his  name.  The 
latter,  however,  at  length  determined  to  watch 
for  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  the  curate 
alone ;  in  order,  if  the  intelligence  should  be 
what  she  expected,  that  she  might  gradually 
break  it  to  her  friend. 

At  Dios  Gyor  a  new  trial  awaited  them ;  the 
whole  population  of  the  village  was  in  arms, 
,and  the  hills  around  were  covered  with  human 
beings,  brandishing  scythes,  poles,  and  pruning- 
knives;  whilst  extensive  orchards,  laden  with 
every  kind  of  fruit,  an<i  vineyards  blushing  with 
their  golden  burthen,  now  served  only  to  con- 
ceal ambuscades  of  the  enraged  peasantry.  Too 
soon  did  the  terrified  travellers  learn  the  cause 
of  these  warlike  preparations.  A  detachment 
of  banditti  from  the  mountains  were  supposed 
to  be  concealed  in  the  caverns  near  that  place, 
whence  they  were  every  moment  expected  to 
sally  forth,  and  destroy  all  that  fell  in  their 
way. 

When  the  party  of  the  curate  alighted,  he 
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conducted  them  to  a  large  farm-house,  belong- 
ing to  a  man  who  had  formerly  been  one  of  his 
parishioners,  and  who  still  regarded  his  ancient 
pastor  with  almost  filial  affection  and  respect. 

"  You  will  be  pleased  with  my  humble  friend," 
said  the  curate,  addressing  the  English  ladies  : 
"  He  lives  here,  with  his  family,  in  almost  patri- 
archal simplicity;  and  I  never  see  him,  sur- 
rounded by  his  children  and  retainers,  but  I 
think  of  the  days  of  Abraham  and  Sarah.  But 
how  is  this?'*  continued  he,  changing  his  tone  to 
an  exclamation  of  surprise,  as  he  caught  sight  of 
the  spot  he  had  been  eulogizing,  "  my  friend's 
house  of  peace  seems  turned  into  a  well-manned 
garrison." 

He  had  only  too  much  reason  for  his  amaze- 
ment ;  for  the  balcony,  which  was  carried  round 
the  house,  so  as  to  form  an  outer  gallery,  was 
filled  with  men  and  boys,  armed  with  every 
species  of  missile  that  the  premises  could  supply ; 
the  stacks  of  dried  pulse,  which  usually  hung 
from  the  roof,  were  now  piled  up  between  the 
posts,  so  as  to  form  a  species  of  barricade  against 
the  besiegers,  and  the  whole  mansion  bore  the 
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aspect  of  war.  The  good  Curate  was  seriously 
pained  at  the  sight. 

"  Oh  war  !  war  !  hella  !  horrida  hella  !  " 
cried  he ;  "are  no  spots  sacred  from  your  de- 
structive influence  ?  Alas  !  I  thought,  if  peace 
had  a  mansion  upon  earth,  it  was  here ;  but  even 
here  I  am  disappointed.'^ 

The  master  of  the  farm  had  by  this  time  re- 
cognized the  Curate ;  and  he  descended  from  his 
rampart,  to  bid  him  welcome. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  "  asked 
the  Curate ;  "  are  the  tales  we  heard  of  the 
banditti  true  ?  I  had  hoped  that  they  were  only 
the  foolish  stories  of  the  mob,  who  are  fright- 
ened at  a  shadow,  and  fancy  every  tree  a  spec- 
tre !  '* 

"  Alas  !  they  are  but  too  true,"  said  the 
farmer ;  "  and  it  is  said  that  the  party  are  headed 
by  the  Jaeger  Jasko  himself." 

At  this  confirmation  of  her  worst  fears,  which 
till  now  she  had  scarcely  dared  whisper  to  her- 
self, Adelaide  uttered  a  faint  scream,  and  fainted. 
Therese,  also,  turned  pale,  and  could  scarcely 
support  her  trembling  limbs  against  the  door- 
J5 
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post.  The  situation  of  Adelaide  prevented 
Therese's  agitation  from  being  noticed,  except 
by  the  Baroness,  whose  keen  eyes  were  con- 
stantly on  the  alert,  to  see  every  thing  which 
could  refer  to  the  husband  of  her  friend.  The 
kind-hearted  Curate,  and  even  Mademoiselle 
Wascho,  seemed  wretched  to  behold  the  illness 
of  the  fair  stranger;  and  they  resolved  not  to  pro- 
ceed till  she  was  perfectly  recovered.  She  was 
carried  into  an  inner  apartment,  and  as  soon  as 
she  revived,  the  Baroness  dismissed  all  her  at- 
tendants, not  excepting  even  Lisette. 

"  My  poor  Adelaide  !  "  said  she,  as  soon  as 
the  unfortunate  wife  opened  her  eyes.  , 

"  I  could  have  borne  anything  but  this,"  said 
Adelaide ;  "  he  is  now  lost  !  The  Emperor  can- 
not pardon  a  blood-stained  bandit,  and  he  is 
lost  through  my  folly  !  Oh,  if  I  had  but  had 
patience ! " 

"  Do  not  upbraid  yourself.  You  acted  for  the 
best ;  and,  though  you  have  been  unfortunate, 
you  were  not  to  blame." 

"  Odenisky  a  bandit !  ''  cried  Adelaide,  with- 
out listening  to  her  cousin ;  "  I  could  have 
'  orne  any  thing  but  this  I  " 
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Whilst  she  was  thus  raving,  and  walking  up 
and  down  her  apartment,  wringing  her  hands  in 
perfect  agony,  she  heard  a  knock  at  the  door, 
and  started  at  the  sound,  for  her  nerves  were 
unable  to  bear  the  slightest  fresh  irritation.  It 
was  Carlovitz. 

"  May  I  speak  to  the  Princess  ?  "  asked  he. 

He  was  instantly  admitted,  and  even  he 
seemed  grieved  at  Adelaide's  distress,  for  it  was 
only  after  a  short  silence,  apparendy  to  regain 
his  firmness,  that  he  said,  "  You  are  now  aware, 
ladies,  why  I  did  not  wish  you  to  form  an  ac- 
quaintance with  the  family  of  the  Curate.*' 

"  This  horrid  news,  then,  is  true,"  said  the 
Baroness ;  "  and  Odenisky  is  a  bandit  ?  " 

"  Despair  drove  him  to  join  the  banditti 
of  the  mountains,  who,  however,  have  been 
strangely  misrepresented  by  their  enemies.  They 
are  guiltless  of  cruelty ;  and,  though  they  may 
take  from  the  rich  a  portion  of  their  superfluity, 
it  is  only  to  bestow  it  upon  the  poor :  for  they 
are  bound  by  solemn  vows  never  to  enjoy  any 
of  the  luxuries  of  life  themselves.  No  order  of 
monks    ever   practised    more   rigid    abstinence 
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than  the  "  Poor  Souls"  of  Hungary  ;  and  when- 
ever they  do  commit  acts  of  violence,  it  is  only 
in  self-defence." 

"  Is  my  husband  in  these  caverns  ?  "  asked 
Adelaide,  faintly. 

"  No,  he  is  in  his  own  palace  in  the  moun- 
tains, whither  I  was  to  guide  you." 

"And  is  he  really  ill?" 

"  He  is.  His  arm  was  broken  in  an  encounter 
^ith  some  Polish  brigands,  who  w^ould  have 
murdered  some  of  the  helpless  peasantry." 

Adelaide's  lips  quivered,  but  she  did  not 
speak,  and  the  Baroness  looked  at  her  with 
anxiety ;  she  dismissed  Carlovitz. 

"  Surely,  Adelaide,"  said  she,  "you  do  not 
still  mean  to  join  Odenisky." 

"  I  do  !  The  man  can  now  have  no  motive  for 
deceiving  me  ;  and  I  must  seek  my  husband,  but 
you  shall  not  accompany  me." 

"  What  !  will  you  still  seek  him,  when  you 
find  him  to  be  a  bandit,  perhaps  a  murderer : 
at  any  rate,  a  rebel,  and  a  proscribed  wretch, 
having  a  reward  offered  for  his  head  ?  " 

"He  is  still  my  husband ;  and  the  same  af- 
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fection  that  led  me  into  his  dungeon  at  Vienna, 
will  support  me  even  through  the  horrors  of 
these  mountains  :  besides,  I  may  have  power  to 
persuade  him  to  abandon  his  WTetched  life/' 

"  That  I  should  suppose  must  be  your  only 
hope ;  for  you  surely  will  not  live  with  him  if  he 
continue  it ! " 

"  I  repeat,  that  he  is  my  husband ;  and,  in  life 
or  death,  my  place  is  at  his  side/' 

"  But  his  crimes  must  excite  disgust !  *' 

"  They  do,  but  they  are  no  part  of  him  ;  for 
he  has  been  driven  into  them  by  circumstances 
over  which  he  had  no  controul :  I  hate  the 
vices,  which  are  only  wrapt  round  him  as  a  man- 
tle that  he  may  throw  off;  but  I  love  himself." 

*'  I  could  not  have  supposed  that  you  were  so 
extravagantly  romantic  !  " 

"  Yet  have  you  not  heard  me,  a  thousand 
times,  avow  my  determination  to  sacrifice  every 
thing  for  the  man  I  loved  ?  Have  I  not  often 
declared  that  I  would  sell  myself  into  slavery 
for  his  sake  ?  " 

"  But  1  considered  those  as  the  romantic  no- 
tions of  an  inexperienced  girl,  and  I  had  cer- 
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tainly  no  idea  ttiat  you  meant  to  carry  tliem  into 
practice  in  real  life  !  " 

"  I  seldom  say  any  thing  that  I  do  not  mean," 
said  Adelaide,  proudly ;  "  and  I  am  sorry  that 
you  do  not  know  me  better." 

"  I  am  sorry,  also,"  replied  the  Baroness; 
"  for,  if  I  had " 

''  You  might  have  been  spared  the  difficulties 
of  your  present  situation.  I  understand  you 
perfectly  ;  you  regret  having  quittedVienna  ?  " 

"  Nay,  Adelaide,  you  do  me  injustice ;  I  re- 
peat that  wherever  you  go,  I  go ;  and  it  is  more 
for  your  sake  than  my  own — " 

"  Say  no  more ;  pray  leave  me." 

"  Certainly,  since  you  desire  it.  I  assure  you 
that  I  have  no  wish  to  force  my  company  upon 
you,  if  you  find  it  disagreeable." 

Adelaide  did  not  reply,  and  the  Baroness 
quitted  the  room ;  the  cousins  parting  on  worse 
terms  than  they  had  ever  done  before.  The 
Baroness  was  particularly  distressed ;  she  loved 
Adelaide  with  the  fondest  affection,  and  could 
not  bear  her  unkindness.  Unable  to  rally  her 
spirits,  and  unwilling  to  expose  her  uneasiness 
to  the  observation  of  the   Curate  and   Made- 
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moiselle  Wascho,  she  wandered  into  a  plot  of 
ground  behind  the  house,  which  was  half  garden 
and  half  vineyard,  to  endeavour  to  compose 
herself.  The  moon  shone  brilliantly,  and  gave 
a  still  lovelier  hue  to  the  tall  vines,  bending  un- 
der their  load  of  grapes ;  and  the  yellow  maize  of 
the  surrounding  fields,  its  heavy  heads  waving  in 
the  evening  breeze ;  whilst  roses  of  the  bright- 
est tint  and  sweetest  fragrance,  gave  out  their 
odorous  treasures  more  prodigally  than  by  day. 
At  a  little  distance,  was  a  wood,  or  rather  grove, 
the  deep  recesses  of  which  looked  so  tempting, 
that  the  Baroness  could  not  refrain  from  wan- 
dering towards  it ;  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  dis- 
tant mountains,  whose  crystal  peaks  shone  in  the 
moonbeams.  As  she  wandered  slowly  on,  she 
fancied  she  saw  a  female  fissure  flittinii:  through 
the  trees ;  and  she  sprang  forward  to  seize  it, 
and  stay  its  progress,  for  she  feared  lest  Ade- 
laide, enraged  at  her  opposition,  should  have 
determined  to  proceed  alone.  The  figure  eluded 
her  grasp ;  but  the  Baroness  had  been  sufficiently 
near  to  perceive  that  it  was  a  woman,  and  that 
she  was  not  clad  in  the  Hungarian  costume  : 
,  confirmed  in  her  idea  that  it  was  Adelaide,  and 
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vexed  at  the  rapidity  with  which  it  fled,  she 
also  redoubled  her  speed,  and  after  a  short 
chase,  succeeded  in  capturing  —  Lisette  !  who 
fell  upon  her  knees,  and  implored  mercy. 

"  Lisette ! "  cried  the  Baroness,  "  what  can 
possibly  bring  you  into  this  wood  ?" 

"  My  lady"  exclaimed  the  joyful  soubrette ; 
"  praise  be  to  the  blessed  saints  that  it  is  only 
you.  Dame  !  I  really  thought  the  banditti  had 
laid  hold  of  me." 

"  What  could  bring  you  here  if  you  are  afraid 
of  the  banditti ;  for  it  seems  to  me  the  most  likely 
place  in  all  the  world  to  meet  with  them  ?  " 

"  As  to  what  brought  me  here,  my  lady,  it  is 
the  strangest  adventure;  though  I  did  not  want 
to  meet  the  banditti,  I  came  to  watch  one  who 
did  ! " 

"What!  the  Princess?" 

"  Oh  no  !  Mademoiselle  Therese." 

"Therese!"  cried  the  Baroness,  a  thousand 
wild  suspicions  rushing  through  her  mind  as  she 
recollected  the  agitation  the  young  Hungarian 
had  shown  at  the  name  of  Jasko ;  and  she  now 
listened  with  deep  interest  to  the  tale  of  Lisette, 
who  stated,  that  Therese  had  no  sooner  found 
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her  aunt  asleep,  than  she  had  stolen  from  her 
room,  and  crept  through  the  latticed  wmdow 
into  the  garden.  "  She  fancied  me  asleep  also," 
said  Lisette,  who  had  been  assigned  a  bed  in  the 
same  room,  in  order  that  she  might  not  disturb 
her  mistress,  "  and  she  flashed  the  light  in  my 
eyes  to  try  me,  but  I  was  determined  to  keep 
them  closed,  and  to  watch  her  motions ;  and  so  I 
followed  her  into  the  garden,  and  there  she  met 
Gyrwartz,  the  old  Treasure-seeker,  and  he 
threw  a  cloak  round  her,  whilst  somebody  else 
crept  into  the  room  we  had  just  quitted.  I  did 
not  stay  to  see  who  it  was ;  for  I  thought  I 
would  leave  Mademoiselle  Wascho  to  settle 
that,  and  that  it  would  be  no  great  matter  if 
she  was  killed,  and  put  out  of  the  way  at  once. 
So  I  followed  her  niece,  and  traced  her  and 
her  companion  through  this  wood,  and  right 
off  towards  the  caverns.  I  did  not  dare  to  go 
any  further;  and  so  I  was  waiting  for  their 
coming  back,  when  I  saw  your  ladyship." 

The  Baroness,  who  was  quite  as  anxious  as 
Lisette,  determined  to  stay  with  her  in  the 
wood  till  the  wanderers  returned. 

"Therese   cannot  be  long,"  said  she;  "she 
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must  be  afraid  lest  her  aunt  should  awake,  and 
discover  her  absence." 

"  I  do  not  know  what  you  call  long,  my  lady ; 
but  I  thought  that  she  had  been  gone  a  long 
time  before  you  came." 

"  Then  she  will  return  the  sooner,"  said  the 
Baroness ;  "  and  pray,  Lisette,  may  I  take  this 
opportunity  to  ask  what  is  the  reason  that  your 
spirits  have  lately  been  so  much  depressed?" 

"  Your  ladyship  will  laugh  at  me." 

"Indeed  I  shall  not;  on  the  contrary,  I  have 
a  very  particular  motive  for  inquiring." 

"  Your  ladyship  knows  that  when  we  fii'st 
left  Vienna,  Carlovitz  was  very  attentive ;  that 
is " 

"  I  understand,"  said  the  Baroness,  nodding 
her  head.  "  We  all  thought  that  he  was  in  love 
with  you;  so  it  is  no  wonder  that  the  same  idea 
should  strike  you.    Go  on." 

"  I  own  I  rather  liked  him ;  and  one  day,  the 
day  we  first  saw  Osky  (your  ladyship  must  re- 
member it),  I  said  something  (I  hope  your  lady- 
ship won't  think  that  I  was  forward),  something 
quite  accidentally,  which  made  him  think — that 
Is — ^fancy " 
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"  That  you  were  in  love  with  him." 
"  Exactly   so,   my   lady.      Not   that  I   ever 
thought  or  dreamt  of  such  a  thing." 
"  Oh  !  certainly  not.     Cela  s'entend.'' 
"  Well,  what  did  Carlovitz  do,  but  took  me 
aside,  and  made  a  fine  long  speech  about  the 
difference  of  our  situations,  and  his  present  cha- 
racter being  only  assumed;    in  short,   that  he 
coiild  never  think  of  me  as  a  wife ;  '  and  believe 
me,  my  dear  girl,'  added  he,   '  that  I  have  too 
much  honour,  and  too  great  a  respect  for  the 
ladies  under  whose  protection  you  are  travelling, 
to  think  of  you  in  any  other  light ! ' " 

"  But  why  did  you  not  mention  this  before  ?  " 
"  I — I   was  ashamed ;    besides  he   bade  me 
not.'' 

"  This  is  very  strange.     Did  he  give  any  mo- 
tives for  his  disguise? " 
"  None,  my  lady." 

The  Baroness  remained  a  long  time  lost  in 
thought,  and  then  exclaimed,  abruptly, — 

"  You  said  that  some  one  climbed  in  at  the 
window  from  which  you  descended  :  was  it  Car- 
lovitz?" 
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"  Oh  no,  my  lady ;  it  was  a  woman  !  " 

"  Then  Therese  must  have  sent  some  one  to 
supply  her  place,  even  if  her  aunt  should  wake. 
What  art  in  one  so  young  !  " 

"  Hush,  my  lady  !  I  think  I  hear  them 
coming." 

The  Baroness  was  silent ;  and  both  she  and 
Lisette  crouched  under  the  shadow  of  some  tall 
bushes.  The  steps  grew  louder ;  they  approflahed 
rapidly ;  but  alas !  it  was  not  Therese  !  On  the 
contrary.  Carlo vitz  and  Osky  stood  plainly  re- 
vealed in  the  bright  moon-light. 

"  Ask  no  more  questions,  fool !  "  said  the 
former.  "  Thou  knowest  enough  for  thy  duty 
already,  and  if  thou  darest  to  attempt  more " 

"  But  if  you  are  really  taking  her  to  her  hus- 
band  " 

"  Why  dost  thou  doubt  it  ? " 

"  I  will  tell  thee,  Carlovitz.  I  saw  her  the 
other  day  kiss  a  picture,  and  it  was  not  of " 

They  had  passed,  and  their  voices  here  be- 
come inarticulate  from  distance;  but  the  Ba- 
roness had  heard  enough  to  excite  her  suspi- 
cions. "  Poor  Adelaide  !  "  thought  she ;  "  if 
this    wretch    should    betray   thee,    and    thou 
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shouldst  find  the  man,  whom  thou  art  so  eager 
to  seek,  and  to  sacrifice  every  thing  for,  is  not 
thy  husband — what  will  become  of  thee  ?  " 

The  Baroness  shuddered ;  a  presentiment  of 
coming  evil  oppressed  her,  and  she  feared  she 
knew  not  what.  Her  cheeks  burned,  and  her 
heart  throbbed,  as  she  walked  to  and  fro  in 
violent  agitation ;  and,  every  now  and  then,  she 
cast  anxious  glances,  as  though  she  wished  to 
penetrate  the  deepest  recesses  of  the  wood.  It 
was  in  vain ;  still,  Therese  came  not ;  and,  though 
the  peculiar  coldness  of  the  air  presaged  the 
coming  dawn,  it  did  not  induce  her  return. 
The  Baroness  grew  impatient. 

"  Are  you  sure  she  went,  Lisette  ?  "  asked 
she. 

"Yes,  and  that  she  is  now  returning,"  said 
the  soubrette,  laying  her  finger  upon  her  lip. 
The  Baroness  followed  the  directon  of  her  eyes, 
and  saw,  indeed,  Therese ;  but  she  was  alone. 
With  stealthy,  cat-like  steps,  she  passed  the 
wood  and  reached  the  window,  which  immedi- 
ately, as  if  by  intuition,  opened.  She  ascended, 
and  another  figure  crept  from  the  aperture,  and 
instantly  disappeared. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


Swifter  than  thought  flies  by  the  lucky  hour, 

Which  lost,  returns  no  more — 

Old  Play, 


Fatigued  with  her  night's  watch,  the  Ba- 
roness slept  unusually  late ;  yet,  even  when  she 
did  wake,  it  was  only  to  wish  that  she  could 
sleep  again,  for  Adelaide  was  flown;  and,  as  Car- 
lovitz  was  also  missing,  there  could  be  no  doubt 
but  that  she  was  gone  with  him  in  search  of  one 
whom  the  Baroness  feared  might  prove  her 
worst  enemy.  The  Curate's  distress,  when  he 
heard  of  the  elopement  of  the  supposed  Miss 
Seymour,  whom  he  had  considered  as  the  sister- 
in-law  of  the  Baroness,  was  very  great ;  and, 
though  he  attempted  to  console  the  soi-disant 
Mrs.  Seymour,  his  own  uneasiness  was  apparent, 
the  more  he  endeavoured  to  conceal  it. 
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««  Carlovitz  was  a  handsome  fellow,"  said  he ; 
«  and  though,  perhaps,  it  may  seem  cruel  to  say 
so  to  you,  I  fear  that  she  was  in  love  with  him, 
and,  perhaps,  has  eloped  to  get  married." 

"  Oh  no  !  "  cried  the  Baroness,  hastily ;  and 
without  thinking  of  what  she  was  saying,  "  I 
fear  that  she  is  fled  to  Jasko." 

The  effect  of  this  name  was  like  magic ;  and 
every  individual  whom  she  had  addressed, 
eagerly  repelled  the  charge. 

"  Why  are  you  so  positive  ?  "  asked  Julie. 
All  were  silent.    At  length,  after  a  long  pause, 
the  Curate  said,  deliberately, 

"  We  once  knew  something  of  this  Jasko.  In 
fact,  (I  believe  we  may  confide  in  you,)  he  was 
once  domesticated  in  our  house.  He  was 
wounded,  and  he  came  to  us  for  succour.  We 
could  not  shut  our  doors  against  a  fellow-crea- 
ture in  distress.'* 

"  Certainly  not ;  but  did  he  tell  you  his  real 
name  ?  " 

"Yes:  he  confided  to  us,  that  he  was  the 
Prince  Odenisky.  He  said  he  had  been  unjustly 
proscribed  by  the  Emperor,  and  that  though  a 
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tardy  pardon  had  arrived,  he  could  never  forget 
his  disgrace,  and  that  despair  had  made  him  a 
bandit." 

The  Baroness  sighed ;  for  it  was  only  too  pro- 
bable that  such  would  be  the  feelings  of  Ode- 
nisky.  She  faintly  asked,  however,  if  he  were 
tall  and  pale  ?  in  the  hope  that  some  one  might 
have  assumed  his  name.  Alas  !  she  was  an- 
swered in  the  affirmative :  and  Theresa  added  : 

"  He  looked  as  though  much  care  had  stolen 
away  the  roses  of  his  youth;  and,  when  he 
smiled,  it  was  like  the  ghost  of  departed  joys. 
He  spoke  little,  and  ate  less ;  whilst  tears  would 
fill  his  eyes  at  the  bare  thought  of  Germany." 

The  description  was  exact ;  and,  as  the  Ba- 
roness could  no  longer  doubt  but  that  it  must 
be  Odenisky  of  whom  they  spoke,  she  felt  that 
she  ought  to  rejoice  that  her  friend  was  gone  in 
search  of  her  real  husband  :  and  yet  a  feeling  of 
indescribable  melancholy  weighed  upon  her 
heart.  The  good  Curate  was  affected  by  her 
grief,  and  endeavoured  to  alleviate  her  melan- 
choly during  the  remainder  of  their  journey 
(for  the  Baroness  had  determined  to  go  on  with 
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them  to  Hacbee,  notwithstanding  Adelaide's 
flight).  Poor  Julie  now  felt  little  interest  in 
the  beauties  of  the  country.  She  passed  almost 
without  heeding  them,  the  luxuriant  orchards  of 
the  country,  and  the  vine-clad  hill  of  Tokay  (the 
rich  grapes  of  which  were  suffered  almost  to 
wither  in  the  sun,  that  they  might  attain  the 
greatest  possible  degree  of  luscious  ripeness). 
She  neither  noticed  tlie  opal  mines  of  Caschau, 
nor  those  of  copper  of  Schmblnitz :  in  short, 
she  thought  only  of  Adelaide,  and  her  only  wish 
was  to  ascertain  her  fate. 

At  length,  the  lofty  ridges  of  the  Carpathian 
Alps  broke  in  all  their  splendour  upon  her  sight. 
Nothing  could  be  more  grand  than  the  view  of 
these  majestic  mountains,  as  they  reflected  the 
last  glowing  rays  of  the  setting  sun  :  a  thousand 
brilliant  tints  flashed  from  their  frozen  summits, 
and  ice,  clear  and  sparkling  as  crystal,  shone 
upon  their  towering  peaks,  w^hich,  rising  high  in 
air,  looked  like  the  lofty  spires  of  nature's  vast 
cathedral.  The  Baroness  gazed  in  rapture ;  for, 
notwithstanding  all  she  was  suffering  under,  her 
keen  susceptibility  of  beauty  made  it  impossible 
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for  her  not  to  enjoy  the  grandeur  of  this  scene.  It 
was  Nature's  own  domain,  and  here  she  revelled 
in  her  wildest  magnificence,  till  the  human  mind 
seemed  scarcely  capable  of  comprehending  the 
whole  at  once :  indeed,  the  eye  aclied  with  ex- 
cess of  light,  and  the  too  highly-wrought  spirit 
longed  for  repose.  Soon,  however,  a  soft  mist 
rose  from  the  valley,  shrouding  the  brightness  of 
the  hills ;  and,  like  the  veil  of  an  Eastern  beauty, 
softening  without  diminishing  their  charms;  yet 
the  bold  outline  long  shone  through  its  vapoury 
covering,  gradually  growing  less  and  less  distinct, 
till  the  faint  shadow  alone  remained,  like  the 
ghost  of  its  former  self,  which,  fading  by  degrees, 
the  deepening  shades  of  niglit  at  length  shut 
entirely  from  the  view. 

The  road  now  became  wild  and  difficult;  and, 
as  they  entered  the  mountains,  diese  scenes  of 
stupendous  grandeur  became  mingled  with  others 
of  simple  pastoral  beauty:  gende  slopes  clothed 
with  wood,  and  smiling  valleys,  watered  by 
sparkling  rivulets,  contrasted  finely  with  the 
abrupt  and  frowning  crags  of  the  loftier  pinna- 
cles, and  with  the  thick  massive  forests  of  the 
black  pine,  which  filled  their  recesses. 
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"  What  think  you  of  our  mountain  scenery, 
lady  ?  "  asked  the  Curate,  wishing  to  rouse  the 
Baroness  from  the  almost  lethargic  abstraction 
in  which  she  had  seemed  lost,  ever  since  she  left 
Dios  Gyor.  The  Baroness  started ;  for  her 
mind  had  been  so  completely  occupied,  that, 
though  she  heard  the  Curate's  voice,  she  had 
not  caught  the  meaning  of  his  words. 

"  Poor  lady,''  said  Mademoiselle  Wascho, 
"  she  is  thinking  of  her  sister,  and  does  not  hear 
you.  I  thought  how  it  would  be ;  and  it  is  only 
out  of  delicacy  that  I  refrained  from  talking  to 
her  myself,  else  I  had  a  thousand  questions  to 
ask  about  England." 

The  Baroness  sighed ;  "  I  beg  your  pardon, 
my  kind  friends,"  said  she,  ''  I  really  ought  to 
apologize;  but  I  am  very  unhappy." 

"  If  you  are  unhappy  only  on  account  of  your 
sister,  I  think  you  may  set  your  mind  at  ease," 
observed  the  Curate ;  "  for  if  she  has  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  Jasko,  I  am  sure  that  she  will 
be  kindly  treated." 

"  That  will  she,"    exclaimed   Therese,    her 
fine  eyes  lighting  up  with  the  fire  of  enthusiasm  ; 
K  2 


196  STORIES    OF    A    BRIDE. 

"  for  Jasko,  though  fierce  as  the  wild  horse  of 
the  desert  to  his  enemies,  is  gentle  as  the  callow 
dove  to  those  that  are  in  woe.  Fear  not,  lady, 
for  thy  sister ;  she  will  be  guarded  as  a  holy 
shrine,  by  the  followers  of  the  mountain  bandit." 

"  Do  not  think  me  impertinent,  lady,"  said 
the  Curate,  "  if  I  own  that  mystery  seems  to 
envelope  the  whole  transaction ;  and  forgive  me, 
if  I  add,  that  though  you  seem  distressed  at  the 
loss  of  your  sister,  your  manner  is  rather  that 
of —  of —  Excuse  me,  perhaps  I  have  said  too 
much." 

"  I  own,"  returned  the  Baroness,  "  that  I  do 
suspect  where  my  sister  is ;  and  that  I  know  she 
went  with  her  own  consent,  though  against 
mine:  more  I  dare  not  tell  you." 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  intrude  upon  your  confi- 
dence ;  but  if  I  can  assist — " 

"  I  thank  you;  and,  perhaps  ere  long — "  she 
stopped  abruptly ;  and  then,  turning  to  Made- 
moiselle Wascho,  asked  if  she  could  give  her 
any  information  about  England.  The  little  lady 
was  delighted ;  her  eyes  twinkled,  and  she  began 
to  ask  questions  with  such  fury,  that  "  panting 
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time  toiled  after  her  in  vain,"  and  the  Baroness 
felt  quite  out  of  breath,  from  sympathy. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  said  she,  "  I  had  some 
English  newspapers  sent  to  me  the  other  day 
from  Dantzic.  Apropos:  did  you  ever  see 
Dantzic  ?  it  is  a  superb  city,  on  the  sea.  Poor 
Therese  has  never  seen  the  sea ;  nor,  indeed, 
my  brother  either;  they  have  no  conception 
Avhat  they  have  lost.  There  it  comes  in,  roaring 
and  roaring,  like  a  wild  beast  ready  to  devour 
you.  Oh,  it  is  a  fine  sight !  I  was  teUing  Gyr- 
wartz  about  the  sea,  one  day,  and  he  asked,  if  it 
was  as  big  as  the  Danube  ?  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  well, 
really  the  ignorance  of  some  people  is  surpris- 
ing !  But  were  was  I  ?  I  know  that  I  was  going 
to  say  something,  only  I  forget  what  it  was." 

"  You  were  talking  of  Dantzic,  my  dear 
aunt,"  said  Therese. 

"  Aye,  Dantzic  is  a  fine  citj^,  and  the  Vis- 
tula is  a  magnificent  river  ;  not  muddy,  like 
the  Danube,  but  clear  and  bright.  I  forgot 
that  poor  Therese  has  never  seen  even  the 
Danube ;  she  never  was  in  a  city  in  her  life, 
but  my  brother  has  been  at  Pesth  and  Debret- 
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zen.  Aye,  there  is  a  city  for  you  ;  eight  hun- 
dred boot-makers,  and  only  one  bookseller's 
shop." 

"  Astonishing  !  "  said  the  Baroness  ;  "  we 
have  certainly  nothing  like  that  in  England ;  on 
the  contrary,  I  believe  that  we  have  more  book- 
sellers than  bakers." 

"  I  must  ask  you  one  question  immediately, 
lest  I  should  forget  it,''  said  Mademoiselle 
Wascho ;  "  What  is  the  meaning  of  the  term 
*  Blue-stocking  ? '  It  is  good  English,  for  I 
met  with  it  in  a  book,  and  I  have  found  out 
that  it  signifies  a  particular  class  of  women ; 
but  I  don't  know  what.  I  have  often  meant 
to  ask  you,  but  it  always  went  out  of  my 
head,  (for  I  always  have  so  much  to  say  to  you !) 
But  now,  when  you  mentioned  bakers,  you  put 
me  in  mind  of  it ;  for  I  thought  that  perhaps 
the  *  Blue-stockings  '  might  be  bakeresses,  who 
were  obliged  to  wear  a  particular  kind  of  dress 
to  save  their  feet  from  the  fire." 

"  Oh  no,"  said  the  Baroness,  who  had  some 
difficulty  in  preserving  her  gravity;  "the  fact 
is,  that  there  is  a  law  in  England  which  obliges 
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all  the  ladies  who  are  not  married  before  they 
are  forty,  to  wear  blue-stockings  to  distinguish 
themselves." 

"  How  dreadful !  "  exclaimed  Mademoiselle 
Wascho,  with  great  feeling.  "  I  declare,  I 
don't  like  the  English  half  so  well  as  I  did ; 
but  they  do  make  frightful  laws,  and  I  believe 
they  hang  people  sometimes,  for  only  writing  on 
a  bit  of  paper  ?  " 

The  Baroness  was  about  to  reply,  when,  the 
road  winding  through  a  valley,  her  attention 
was  attracted,  by  a  scene  which  reminded  her 
of  England,  even  more  than  the  questions  of 
Mademoiselle  Wascho.  Several  men  were  em- 
ployed in  opening  what  seemed  a  bury  or  earth- 
heap  of  potatoes,  out  of  which,  however,  they 
drew  only  heaps  of  mouldy  bread.  The  Curate 
stopped  his  sledge-like  carriage ;  and,  stepping 
out,  began,  in  good  vernacular  Latin,  to  talk  to 
the  peasants  who  were  thus  engaged  :  whilst  the 
Baroness  turned  away  her  head,  as  she  had  not 
yet  overcome  her  aversion  to  hearing  that  classic 
tongue  debased  by  vulgar  lips. 

"  These    people    adore    my    brother,'*   said 
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Mademoiselle  Wascho ;  "  they  think  him  as 
wise  and  powerful  as  the  Archbishop  of  Gran 
himself.  Poor  ignorant  wretches  !  they  know 
nothing ;  not  one  of  them  has  the  most  distant 
ideaof  the  sea!" 

"  Oh,  my  lady  !  ''  whispered  Lisette  to  the 
Baroness ;  "  look  at  that  man  !  it  is  Jatek,  the 
servant  of  Count  Stanislaus ;  the  very  man  that 
accused  my  lord  the  Prince." 

The  most  horrible  ideas  rushed  through  the 
mind  of  the  Baroness,  who  laid  her  finger  on  her 
lip  to  silence  the  trembling  Lisette ;  and  then, 
with  as  much  composure  as  she  could  assume, 
asked  Mademoiselle  Wascho  if  that  man  w^ere 
a  resident  in  the  mountains,  or  a  stranger. 

"  I  don't  know,''  returned  the  lady,  and  call- 
ing to  the  man  she  asked  him  ;  he  replied,  that 
he  was  in  his  native  place,  which  he  had  never 
quitted. 

"  That  is  strange,"  said  the  Baroness,  "  for 
my  maid  is  positive  that  she  has  seen  him  in 
Vienna." 

Mademoiselle  Wascho  was  enraged,  and 
scolding  the  man   for  telling  a  falsehood,  in- 
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formed  hini  that  a  lady  in  the  carnage  had  seen 
him  in  Germany. 

"  Xon  7iego  esse  vera  qua  narrat,"  said  the 
man,    coming    forward    to    vindicate   himself; 

<i  sed "  at  this    moment,  his  eyes  caught 

those  of  Lisette  ;  and  he  stopped  abruptly. 

"  Villain  !  "  cried  the  Baroness,  "  where  is 
thy  master ;  and  where  is  your  joint  victim  ?  " 

The  man  stared,  as  though  in  stupid  wonder, 
and  looked  at  the  Curate,  without  replying. 

"  He  does  not  understand  you,"  said  the 
good  man ;  "  shall  I  be  interpreter  ?  " 

"  No,"  exclaimed  the  Baroness,  throwing 
herself  back  in  an  agony  of  tears ;  "it  is  useless 
to  interrogate  him.    Oh,  my  poor  Adelaide  !  " 

The  Curate  looked  his  astonishment;  but, 
recollecting  the  avowal  she  had  made  when  he 
before  alluded  to  her  secret,  he  did  not  presume 
to  ask  any  questions,  and  merely  ordered  the 
driver  to  proceed.  The  Baroness  could  not 
rally  her  spirits  sufficiently  to  speak,  and  Lisette 
wept  in  silence ;  for  the  sight  of  Jatek,  whom 
they  knew  to  be  a  villain,  seemed  to  give 
strength  to  all  dieir  fears  respecting  the  fate  of 
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Adelaide.  However,  the  Baroness  now  deter- 
mined to  confide  every  thing  to  the  Curate,  and 
to  be  guided  by  his  advice. 

"  If  Jasko  be  Odenisky,"  thought  she,  "  I 
can  do  no  harm,  for  the  Curate  has  ah'eady 
been  trusted  by  liimself ;  and  if  it  be  a  villain 
who,  under  this  name,  has  contrived  to  get 
Adelaide  into  his  powder,  he  will  be  the  best  per* 
son  to  advise  me  how  I  should  act  to  deliver 
her."  Comforted  by  this  determination,  the 
Baroness  now  leant  back  in  the  carriage,  ab- 
sorbed in  thought,  whilst  Mademoiselle  Wascho 
resumed  the  history  of  her  residence  at  Dant- 
zic ;  which,  like  that  of  the  King  of  Bohemia 
and  his  Seven  Towers,  seemed  destined  to  be 
ever  beo^un  and  never  finished. 

"  You  have  no  idea,"  said  she,  "  how  grand 
every  thing  is  at  Dantzic.  Such  noble  houses, 
and  such  superb  trees !  and  the  canals  are  cut 
through  the  streets,  so  that  the  vessels  can  come 
up  to  the  very  houses.  Then,  again,  ships  are 
things  that  neither  my  brother  nor  Therese  can 
form  the  least  idea  of.  After  all  I  have  said, 
and  after  all  the  clear  descriptions  that  I  have 
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given,  thay  cannot  even  now  fancy  any  thing 
floating  on  the  water  big  enough  to  contain  five 
hundred  men.'^ 

"Hush!  hush!  sister,"  said  the  Curate;  '•you 
forget  that  Mrs.  Seymour  has  been  a  traveller 
herself,  and  therefore  you  must  beware  not  lo 
be  too  wonderful." 

'*  Only  hear  him  !  It  is  really  astonishing 
how  ignorant  people  are  of  every  thing  not  im- 
mediately under  their  own  eyes.  It  was  but  the 
other  day  that  he  contended,  obsthiately,  that 
corn  was  gro.vn  in  England,  notwithstanding 
I  have  read  in  the  English  papers  a  thou- 
sand times,  that  England  was  not  an  agricultu- 
ral nation,  but  a  commercial  one ;  and  that  I 
saw,  with  my  own  eyes,  whole  ship-loads  of  corn 
going  to  England  from  Dantzic.  I  assure  you, 
my  dear  Mrs.  Seymour,  that,  till  you  arrived,  1 
was  wretched ;  for,  after  having  been  used  to  the 
society  of  persons  of  intellect  and  information  at 
Dantzic,  I  really  cannot  put  up  with  —  '^ 

"  Such  common-place  people  as  myself? " 
said  the  Curate,  interrupting  her. 

"  1  did  not  mean  to  hurt  your  feelings,  my 
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dear  brother;  but  really,  I  must  own,   that  I 
often  blush  for  your  sad  ignorance." 

"  Well,  well,  sister,  I  find  I  must  let  you  have 
your  own  way ;  for,  if  you  cannot  conquer  me  by 
force  of  argument,  you  can  by  force  of  words." 

"  I  never  knew  any  one  so  provoking  in  my 
life  !     I  declare  I  have  a  great  mind  to  —  " 

"  But,  Dantzic,  my  dear  aunt,"  interposed 
Therese,  her  soft  voice  stilling  the  storm  of 
words,  like  oil  poured  upon  the  raging  waves ; 
"  you  have  not  told  us  half  about  Dantzic." 

"  It  was  a  charming  place,"  resumed  Made- 
moiselle ;  "  such  life  !  such  gaiety  !  The  peo- 
ple do  nothmg  but  dance  from  morning  till 
night ;  and  indeed  the  very  name  comes  from 
the  German  word  dantzen,  to  dance." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Curate;  "but  I  have  been 
told  that  this  strange  etymology  signifies,  that 
the  town  is  built  upon  as  wide  a  space  as  the 
inhabitants  could  encompass  in  performing  a 
particular  kind  of  dance,  called  The  Round." 

"  You  know  nothing  about  it,  brother.  Ah  ! 
if  you  had  seen,  as  I  have,  the  amber  picked  up 
on  the  banks  of  the  Vistula,  or  rather  fished  out 
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of  the  river I  must  show  you  a  curiosity," 

continued  she,  abruptly  interrupting  herself  to 
address  the  Baroness.  "  It  is  a  piece  of  amber, 
upon  which  I  made  an  impression,  with  a  seal 
whilst  it  was  yet  quite  tender ;  for  it  does  not  get 
hard  till  it  has  been  for  some  time  exposed  to 
the  air." 

"  Let  us  adjourn  the  debate,"  interrupted 
the  Curate,  "  as  they  say  in  the  English  Parlia- 
ment ;  for  I  read  the  English  newspapers  some- 
times, as  well  as  you,  sister.  Here  we  are,  thank 
God,  at  Gros  Lomnitz." 

After  staying  a  short  time  to  get  refresh- 
ments, they  again  proceeded.  The  road  wound 
through  a  deep  ravine  ;  and,  after  travelling  for 
some  miles  between  steep  banks,  covered  with 
trees,  which  shut  out  all  prospect,  on  a  sudden 
turn  they  discovered  a  lovely  valley,  hidden,  as 
it  were,  from  the  world,  by  the  gigantic  moun- 
tains, which  rose  abruptly  around  it  upon  every 
side.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  romantic 
beauty  of  this  little  dell,  which  seemed  only  ac- 
cessible by  the  narrow  pass  through  which  they 
had  entered  it.     The  richness  and  luxuriance 
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of  the  crops  of  maize,  and  the  size  and  beauty 
of  the  fruit  and  flowers,  were  inconceivable ;  for, 
sheltered  from  every  noxious  wind,   this  lovely 
valley  was  open  only  to  the  sun  and  rain  of 
heaven,   and   formed  a   natural   hot-house,    in 
which  the  earth,  as  though  in  mockery  of  art, 
seemed  to  have  delighted  to  display  in  perfection 
all   her   most  splendid  productions.     Nor  was 
the  presence  of  man  wanted  to  enjoy  the  libera- 
lity of  nature.     Amidst  a  grove  of  gigantic  box- 
trees,    the   white   houses   of   a   village    peeped 
through  the  bright,  and  glossy  green  foliage  of 
the  trees.     As  the  travellers  approached,  roses 
of  enormous  magnitude  and  delicious  fragrance 
hung  above  their  heads;  and  creeping  plants,  of 
every  kind  and  hue,  threw  a  slight  and  verdant 
net-work  over  their  path.    They  now  descended 
from  their  sledge;  and  the  Curate  led  the  way  to 
his  simple  dwelling.  It  was  like  a  large  pavilion, 
of  only  one  story  from  the  ground,  with  an  open 
piazza  round  it,  shaded  by  roses  and  vines. 

"  \yhat  an  earthly  paradise  !  "  cried  the  Ba- 
roness.    "  Sorrow  must  be  banished  hence." 
Therese  sighed.     "  May  you,  at  least,  find  it 
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the  abode  of  peace  !  "  said  she.  "  May  slumbers 
soft  as  the  mountain  dew  upon  the  tender  lily 
steal  over  your  eyelids,  and  may  the  sharp  sor- 
rows of  care  lose  for  a  time  their  poignancy  !  " 

The  Baroness  was  excessively  fatigued ;  and 
the  spirits  which  had  sustained  her  during  her 
lono^  and  dangerous  journey,  seemed  to  fail  at 
the  sight  of  a  place  of  rest.  She  thus  gladly  re- 
tired to  the  chamber  allotted  to  her,  and  defer- 
red speaking  to  the  Curate  till  the  following 
day. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Her  voice  was  as  the  warble  of  a  bird, 
So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear. 

That  finer,  simpler  music  ne'er  was  heard; 
The  sort  of  sound  we  echo  with  a  tear. 

Byron. 


When  the  Baroness  rose  in  the  morning,  she 
was  greatly  chagrined  to  find  that  the  Curate 
had  left  his  home  by  day-break  to  visit  one  of 
his  flock,  who  was  dangerously  ill. 

"  In  these  remote  countries,"  said  Mademoi- 
selle Wascho,  "  physicians  and  apothecaries  are 
unknown,  and  the  curates  and  their  families  are 
the  principal  leeches.  Thus,  as  the  doctors  get 
nothing  for  their  labours,  we  have  very  few  sick. 
My  brother  may  perhaps  remain  all  day,  but  do 
not  grieve ;  for  I  shall  stay  at  home,  and  I  will 
do  nothing  but  chat  with  you." 

Poor  Julie  !  With  her  heart  torn  by  anxiety 
respecting  the  fate  of  Adelaide,  and  chagrin  at 
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her  folly  in  not  having  spoke  to  the  Curate  the 
preceding  night,  how  was  she  to  stem  the  tide 
of  Mademoiselle's  eloquence ;  particularly  as 
that  lady  was  now  in  full  force,  having  found  a 
whole  packet  of  old  English  newspapers  waiting 
her  return.  Armed  with  these,  she  was  irresist- 
ible ;  and  the  luckless  Julie  felt  almost  fainting 
at  the  idea  of  what  she  had  to  undergo. 

"  How  droll !  *'  began  Mademoiselle :  "  here 
is  a  book  written  by  a  child,  only  think;  see 
here,  it  is  advertised  quite  plain, — '  Childe  Ha- 
rolde's  Pilgrimage  ! '  How  funny  !  but  children 
are  very  clever  in  England.  They  sing,  per- 
form, play,  dance,  ride,  and  play  upon  different 
instruments,  just  like  grown  people.  It  is  very 
strange ;  but  I  have  even  read  of  one  of  their 
kings  who  made  a  pilgrimage  to  Rome  when  he 
was  only  four  years  old.  Let  me  see  !  I  think 
his  name  was  Alfred,  and  he  reigned  just  he- 
fore  the  present  king,  whose  name  is  George." 

"  Since  you  are  so  well  versed  in  English  li- 
terature, I  suppose  you  admire  Byron  r  " 

"  He  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry;  for,  besides 
writing  poetry  that   angels  might  come  down 
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from  heaven  to  listen  to,  they  say  that  he  is 
going  to  destroy  all  the  Turks ;  and  I  hate  a 
Turk  worse  than  a  robber,  murderer,  Pole,  Gip- 
sey,  or  baptised  Jew." 

Notwithstanding  her  chagrin,  the  Baroness 
could  scarcely  help  laughing  at  this  climax; 
but,  as  she  did  not  speak.  Mademoiselle  re- 
sumed. 

"  Then  the  English  are  not  only  brave  and 
clever,  but  so  generous.  If  there  be  a  flood,  or 
a  fire,  or  an  earthquake,  in  any  part  of  the  globe, 
no  matter  what  or  where,  the  English  are  al- 
ways applied  to ;  and  they  never  fail  to  subscribe 
immense  sums  for  the  relief  of  the  sufferers." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Baroness,  smiling ;  "  you 
know  that  somebody  has  actually  described  them 
as  a  '  subscribing  nation.'  They  are  certainly 
very  liberal,  and  I  believe  that  sometimes  a  por- 
tion of  what  they  contribute  does  really  reach 
the  objects  it  is  destined  to." 

"  Then,  the  admiration  which  the  English 
have  for  virtue  is  enchanting !  '^  resumed  Made- 
moiselle Wascho.  "  Their  contempt  for  the 
vulgar  distinctions   of  birth,  exalted;  and  the 
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sublime  sentiments  expressed  by  their  immortal 
Shakspeare,  quite  divine. — By  the  bye,"  conti- 
nued she,  hastily  looking  over  the  papers,  "  I 
wonder  if  Shakspeare  has  written  any  thing 
new,  lately." 

"  He  must  be  immortal,  if  he  has ;  "  thought 
the  Baroness. 

"There  is  something,  here,  that  puzzles  me 
exceedingly,"  resumed  Mademoiselle  Wascho  ; 
"  and,  perhaps,  you  will  be  so  kind  as  to  explain 
it  for  me."  She  then  read,  from  tlie  newspaper, 
— *  We  understand  that  Captain  Parry  is  now 
almost  certain  to  reach  the  Pole.'  "  What  pole 
can  they  mean  ?  " 

*'  A  long  stick  stretched  across  the  principal 
gate  of  the  palace,  far  above  the  height  of  man. 
It  IS  hung  with  ribbands,  which  the  candidates 
for  court  favour  amuse  themselves  by  jumping 
at,  and  endeavouring  to  pull  off." 

"  Oh  that  explains  another  thing !  I  have  often 
read  of  the  great  men  getting  a  red  ribband,  or  a 
blue  ribband,  but  I  never  knew  what  that  meant 
before.  How  well  acquainted  you  are  with  the 
English  customs ;  I  declare  it  is  quite  delightful 
to  talk  to  you  !  " 
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"  I  am  quite  flattered  to  find  that  you  think 
so." 

"  The  only  things  that  I  am  ever  sorry  to  see 
in  the  English  papers,"  continued  Mademoiselle, 
"  are  the  frequent  accounts  which  appear  of  the 
wild  Irish  setting  fire  to  houses,  and  burning 
people  alive  in  their  beds." 

"  Shocking  !  "  cried  Therese ;  "  How  can 
you,  my  dear  aunt,  continue  to  like  such  barba- 
rous people." 

"  Oh !  the  Irish  are  quite  different  from  the 
English;  they  live  up  in  the  mountains,  feed 
only  upon  the  fruits  of  the  earth,  and  they  mas- 
sacre all  the  strangers  that  fall  in  their  way. 
You  might  as  well  confound  us  Hungarians  with 
the  Cygani,  or  the  Poles  !  " 

"  Holy  Mary  forbid,"  said  Therese,  crossing 
herself  devoutly." 

"  Well,"  said  Mademoiselle,  "  I  must  go  and 
finish  these  papers  in  my  study ;  and  Therese, 
do  you  endeavour  to  entertain  Mrs.  Seymour 
till  I  return." 

"  Alas  !  "  said  Therese,  as  the  door  closed ; 
^'  I  fear  I  am  unequal  to  the  task." 
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"  Why  do  you  think  so,  my  dear  girl?  I  as- 
sure you,  that  I  would  rather  hear  one  sen- 
tence of  natural  feeling  from  your  lips,  than  lis- 
ten to  Mademoiselle  Wascho's  studied  elo- 
quence for  an  age." 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  1  feared  that  I  was  as  disa- 
greeable to  other  people  as  I  am  to  myself.  I 
am  quite  changed  from  what  I  was." 

"  But  how,  and  why  ? ''  asked  the  Baroness. 

*'  I  scarcely  know,  but  I  am  restless  and  dis- 
contented ;  new  feelings  have  sprung  up  in  my 
bosom,  and  I  am  no  longer  satisfied  with  my 
birds  nor  flowers.  I  thought  that  I  was  misera* 
ble  only  because  I  was  absent  from  my  home ; 
but  now  that  I  am  returned,  I  think  I  am  worse 
than  I  was  when  I  was  away." 

"  What  can  be  the  reason  of  this,  Therese," 
said  the  Baroness,  "  Is  it  love  ?  " 

"  It  is,"  returned  the  young  mountaineer, 
firmly.  "  1  will  trust  you  with  the  secret  that 
burns  in  my  heart,  and  makes  me  wretched  in 
the  absence  of  him  whom  I  adore.  I  have  no 
pleasure,  if  it  be  not  shared  with  him ;  for  what 
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is  the  world,  when  the  sun,  which  alone  gave  it 
beauty,  has  withdrawn  its  light?" 

"  My  dear  Therese,  you  should  endeavour  to 
curb  this  fatal  passion  ?  " 

"  Can  I  curb  it?  Oh  you  never  loved,  if  you 
suppose  that  love  can  be  subdued  by  reason  ! 
When  first  I  loved,  I  was  no  longer  the  same ; 
my  mind  suddenly  became  enlarged  ;  my  heart 
panted  with  sensations  that  I  had  never  before 
experienced.  New  hopes  and  wishes  arose 
within  me;  my  former  amusements  lost  all  their 
charms;  and,  in  short,  I  found  that  the  tran- 
quillity of  my  whole  life  was  gone." 

"  And  does  your  uncle  approve  this  vehe- 
mence ?  '* 

"  Alas  !  he  knows  it  not." 

"  Therese,  my  dear  Therese  !  you  stand  upon 
the  verge  of  a  precipice.  I  am  much  older 
than  you,  and  I  have  seen  much  more  of  the 
world ;  and  I  assure  you,  that  the  love  which  a 
young  girl  finds  it  necessary  to  conceal  from  her 
nearest  friends,  never  fails  to  lead  to  sorrow." 

"  I  have  not  wished  to  conceal  it.  What  I  feel, 
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I  should  glory  in  proclaiming  to  all  the  world. 
Nor  could  my  uncle  blame  me ;  for  he  has  al- 
ways taught  me  to  love  virtue ;  and  it  was  the 
noble  and  generous  actions  of  Jasko  which  first 
won  my  heart." 

"  Jasko  !  "  cried  the  Baroness,  turning  pale. 

"Ah!  you  shrink,  because  men  call  him  a 
bandit ;  but  know  that  he  is  more  virtuous  un- 
der that  name  than  many  whom  the  world  look 
up  to  as  wise  and  just.  Jasko  saw  that  the  rich 
oppressed  the  poor,  and  that  the  good  were  af- 
flicted whilst  the  wicked  prospered.  His  soul 
burnt  at  the  injustice  :  '  It  shall  be  so  no  longer,' 
said  he  within  himself;  and,  then,  he  tried  to 
convince  the  cruel  that  they  were  wrong,  and  to 
persuade  them  to  do  right ;  but  they  laughed 
him  to  scorn.  They  would  listen  only  to  force ; 
and  was  he  to  blame  to  use  violence  against 
those  who  could  understand  no  other  argument  ? 
He  w^as  not.  He  regretted  the  necessity  which 
compelled  him  to  put  arms  into  his  hand ;  but 
he  preferred  to  risk  his  life  for  the  public  good, 
rather  than  to  bear  patiently  the  sight  of  crime." 

The    Baroness   shook  her   head.     *«  This  is 
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mere  sophistry,"  said  she;  "the  Curate  should 
know  this." 

"  Do  not  betray  me ! "  cried  Therese,  in  agony. 
«*  I  thought  you  so  wise  and  good,  that  I  showed 
you  openly  the  inmost  recesses  of  my  heart: 
do  not  abuse  the  trust  I  place  in  you.  But  you 
will  not !  I  read  in  your  countenance  that  you 
will  not !  That  face  cannot  deceive  me  ;  and  it 
is  so  fair  and  good,  that  I  cannot  fear  you  ! " 

''  Poor  child  ! "  said  the  Baroness,  smiling, 
"  you  have  yet  much  to  learn  of  the  world.  If 
you  live  only  a  few  years  longer,  you  will  dis- 
cover that  looks  are  deceitful,  and  that  fascinat- 
ing manners  are  often  only  snares  to  draw  you 
to  destruction.  However,  I  will  not  betray  your 
secret  against  your  will ;  but  you  must  allow  me 
to  advise  you  to  tell  your  uncle  every  thing  that 
has  occurred." 

"  I  cannot :  Jasko  made  me  swear  I  would 
not ;  and  his  will  is  law.  Till  now,  I  never  had 
a  thought  that  I  wished  to  hide  from  my  uncle's 
knowledge ;  and  the  secret  often  weighs  heavily 
at  my  heart  when  he  blesses  me,  and  calls  me 
the  only  comfort  of  his  age  :  but  Jasko  wishes 
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me  to  leave  him,  and  though  it  will  break  my 
heart,  1  must  go." 

The  Baroness  was  now  fearfully  shocked, 
and  she  endeavoured,  though  vainly,  to  persuade 
Therese  not  to  think  of  such  a  project.  Her 
own  mind  was  quite  bewildered,  as  she  felt  con- 
vinced that,  though  Odenisky  might  be  driven 
by  despair  to  become  a  bandit,  he  would  never 
deceive  a  young  and  innocent  girl,  who  placed 
confidence  in  his  honour.  His  love  for  Ade- 
laide also  was  too  recent  to  permit  her  to  sus- 
pect him  of  infidelity ;  and  yet,  if  Jasko  were 
not  Odenisky,  what  would  become  of  Adelaide  ? 
The  Baroness  was  wholly  perplexed;  and,  to 
obtain  further  facts  to  judge  from,  she  encou- 
raged Therese  to  tell  her  all  she  knew. 

"  Before  I  saw  Jasko,"  said  the  young 
mountaineer,  "I  used  to  love  the  freshness  of 
the  morning,  before  the  sun  had  heated  the  air, 
or  the  dew  left  the  grass.  I  delighted  to  spring 
forward  to  meet  the  breeze,  laden  with  the 
sweet  odours  of  the  flowers ;  and  to  listen  to  the 
warbling  of  the  birds,  hymning  their  songs  of  joy. 
Last  year,  the  frost  had  long  bound  the  earth 
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in  chains  of  ice;  and,  rejoicing  when  the  warm 
breath  of  spring  loosened  the  snow  from  the 
mountains,  and  winter  dissolved  in  tears  to  find 
its  reign  was  past,  I  went  forth  to  watch  if  the 
young  buds  were  yet  springing  from  the  bare 
branches ;  and  to  mark  the  mischiefs  which  had 
been  effected  by  the  cold.  As  I  went  along, 
I  thought  I  heard  a  low  moaning  at  a  distance, 
and  I  stopped  to  listen.  It  was  repeated;  and 
thinking  that  it  was  perhaps  a  lamb,  swept  away 
by  the  foaming  torrent,  I  hastened  to  the  spot 
whence  the  sounds  proceeded,  and  I  saw  a 
man  sti*etched  upon  the  cold  wet  earth,  and 
leaning  his  head  against  a  bank.  One  arm  was 
raised,  and  his  hand  pressed  to  his  forehead; 
but  the  other  hung  listlessly  and  strangely  by 
his  side.  It  was  broken,  and  he  moaned  with 
pain.  His  face  was  pale,  and  his  eyes  closed ; 
but  his  fair  eyelids  were  only  like  passing  clouds, 
shading  the  bright  suns  beneath — the  brilliancy 
of  the  glorious  orbs  shone  through.'* 

"  So,  you  fell  in  love  at  first  sight?"  said  the 
Baroness,  half  provoked  at  this  relation,  as  she 
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feared  that  even  Odenisky  might  have  loved  his 
fair  protectress. 

"  I  stood  awhile,  gazing  upon  him  in  silence, 
for  he  seemed  a  god ;  so  different  was  he  from 
all  the  men  I  had  before  seen.  But  soon  his 
eyes  opened,  and  his  beautiful  features  were  dis- 
torted by  pain.  Then,  I  flew  for  aid ;  and  my 
uncle  had  him  home  to  our  humble  mansion. 
Oh !  how  I  delighted  to  tend  upon  him  !  how  I 
anticipated  all  his  wants;  and  how  I  watched 
for  hours  by  his  side,  fearing  even  to  breathe, 
lest  I  should  disturb  his  slumbers  !  I  have  never 
loved  him  since  as  I  did  tlien,  when,  pale  and 
helpless,  he  lay  stretched  upon  this  very  couch, 
and  would  take  no  nourishment,  save  from  my 
hand.  With  what  transport  I  used  to  oifer  it, 
and  to  hang  over  him  as  he  ate  !  " 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it  in  the  least,"  said  the  Ba- 
roness, coldly;  for  every  moment  she  became 
more  and  more  afraid  lest  it  should  have  been 
really  Odenisky  who  was  the  hero  of  the  tale : 
"  He  never  could  have  resisted  this,''  thought 
she ;  and,  as  she  recollected  all  that  Adelaide 
had  suffered  upon  his  account,  at  the  very  time 
l2 
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that  Therese  spoke  of,  her  heart  felt  chilled, 
both  towards  him  and  the  innocent  cause  of  his 
infidelity.  She  looked  at  Therese  earnestly,  al- 
most with  anger  at  her  beauty ;  and  the  soft  yet 
clear  voice  with  which  she  told  her  love,  though 
«  sweet  as  a  trumpet  with  a  silver  sound," 
seemed  discordant  to  her  ears;  whilst  the  un- 
conscious girl,  occupied  only  by  her  own 
thoughts,  was  quite  unaware  of  the  emotions 
she  excited,  and  would  have  continued  her 
story,  had  it  not  been  interrupted  by  the  return 
of  the  Curate,  who  wanted  her  assistance  to  pre- 
pare some  medicine  for  his  sick  friend.  The 
Baroness  was  now  left  alone,  to  meditate  upon 
what  she  had  heard,  and  she  was  more  than  ever 
uncertain  to  know  how  to  act:  "I  must  be  guided 
by  circumstances,"  thought  she;  and,  glad  to 
throw  a  painful  responsibility  off  her  own 
shoulders,  she  resolved  to  remain  quiescent  un- 
til she  had  obtained  more  particulars  from  The- 
rese ;  rejoicing  most  heartily  that  she  had  not 
(as  she  intended)  made  the  Curate  her  con- 
fidant. 

Such  is  life !  and  so  evanescent  are  the  feel- 
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ings  of  human  beings,  that  what  we  desire  one 
hour  becomes  detestable  the  next ;  and  that  those 
events  which  seem  unfortunate,  often  turn  out 
the  most  happy  that  could  have  occurred  !  Thus 
the  absence  of  the  Curate,  which  the  Baroness 
had  at  first  so  bitterly  lamented,  was  now  consi- 
dered by  her  as  a  special  intervention  of  good 
fortune;  and  the  absence  of  Adelaide  (who,  if  pre- 
sent, might  have  partaken  of  the  confidence 
which  had  just  been  placed  in  herself,)  seemed  a 
signal  mercy ! 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


■         This  must  be  done  with  haste ; 
For  Night's  swift  dragons  eut  the  clouds  full  fast, 
And  yonder  shines  Aurora's  harbinger." 

Shakspeare. 

When  the  Baroness  left  Adelaide,  after  their 
rather  angry  conversation,  the  latter  was  so 
much  displeased,  that  she  let  pass  unnoticed  a 
gentle  tap  at  her  door,  which  she  heard  soon 
after,  and  which  she  supposed  announced  her 
cousin's  return.  The  knocking  was  repeated, 
much  louder ;  and,  as  it  still  remained  unnoticed, 
the  door  at  length  opened,  and,  to  Adelaide's 
surprize,  admitted  Carlovitz,  instead  of  Julie. 

« I  wished  to  speak  to  you  alone,  my  lady," 
said  he,  after  apologizing  for  his  intrusion ;  "  for 
I  have  just  heard  a  conversation  between  the 
Baroness  and  Lisette,  which  alarms  me  for  your 
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husband's  safety,  and  I  wish  to  know  if  you  are 
a  party  to  it?" 

This  was  false ;  as  the  only  conversation  which 
Carlovitz  had  overheard,  was  that  which  had 
passed  between  the  Baroness  and  Adelaide  her- 
self; however,  it  had  so  much  the  appearance 
of  being  true,  that  the  unhappy  Princess  be- 
lieved it,  and  tears  streamed  down  her  cheeks  at 
the  thought  that  her  husband's  life  might  possi- 
bly be  endangered  by  her  friend.  Carlovitz 
seemed  affected  by  her  emotion  :  "  If,"  said  he, 
"  you  really  wish  to  see  your  husband,  leave 
your  friends,  and  follow  me;  and  I  swear  to 
guide  you  safely  to  Odenisky's  palace." 

Adelaide  hesitated :  she  feared  Carlovitz ;  and 
she  felt  an  almost  insurmountable  dislike  to  trust 
herself  in  his  guidance ;  but  love  for  Odenisky 
prevailed,  and  her  di'ead,  lest  the  Baroness 
should  betray  him,  outweighed  every  other  con- 
sideration. She  promised  to  go  ;  and  Carlovitz 
left  her,  to  make  preparations. 

Little  did  the  Baroness  imagine,  when  she 
was  watching  in  the  wood  for  the  return  of 
Therese,  what  was  then  passing  in  the  chamber 
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of  her  friend;  and  still  less  did  slie  suppose, 
when  Carlovitz  and  Osky  passed  her  place  of 
concealment,  that  Adelaide  was  waiting  for 
them,  to  accompany  her  flight ! 

At  the  appointed  time,  all  was  ready;  and 
Adelaide  left  Dios  Gyor,  whilst  the  Baroness 
was  buried  in  the  sound  sleep  which  followed 
her  nocturnal  vigil.  Carlovitz  was  too  anxious 
that  his  fair  charge  should  proceed,  to  permit 
any  trifling  inconveniences  to  impede  her  pro- 
gress ;  and  she  reached  the  mountains  (though 
by  a  different  route)  very  nearly  as  soon  as  the 
party  of  the  Curate.  The  road  was  so  intoler- 
ably bad  that  the  horses  could  only  proceed  at  a 
foot's  pace ;  whilst,  every  instant,  the  unevenness 
of  the  ruts  seemed  to  threaten  to  tear  the  ve- 
hicle asunder,  and,  as  they  advanced,  the  scenery 
became  fearfully  wild :  but  Adelaide  was  scarcely 
aware  of  either  circumstance,  for,  having  picked 
up  a  few  phrases  of  the  language  o  the  country 
during  her  journey,  she  had  contrived,  during 
the  temporary  absences  of  her  guide,  to  inquire 
of  several  different  peasants,  if  she  was  on  the 
road  to  the  palace  of  Odenisky;  and,  as  they 
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all  answered  in  the  affirmative,  she  was  satisfied. 
At  length,  she  found  that  they  had  entered  her 
husband's  domains ;  and  Carlovitz  informed  her 
that  before  night  they  would  reach  his  dwelling. 
Adelaide's  heart  beat  high,  and  her  impatience 
became  almost  more  than  she  could  bear ;  for 
no  time  appears  so  long,  or  is  so  dreadful  to 
endure,  as  that  which  immediately  precedes  a 
long-expected  pleasure.  As  they  advanced,  how- 
ever, the  road  became  worse  and  worse,  till  the 
jaded  horses  could  scarcely  drag  the  jolting 
vehicle  along ;  and,  as  night  began  to  fall,  the 
growling  of  wild  beasts  mingled  fearfully  with 
the  moaning  of  the  wind. 

They  had  now  entered  a  thick  forest  of  the 
black  pine,  the  heavy  branches  of  which  over- 
hung their  path,  and  tossed  to  and  fro  in  the 
gathering  blast,  creaking  so  horribly  as  to  seem, 
to  Adelaide's  highly-excited  imagination,  like 
the  cries  of  condemned  spirits,  writhing  in 
agony.  She  was  previously  beginning  to  feel 
depressed ;  and  these  gloomy  sounds  increased 
her  melancholy  to  such  a  degree,  that,  at  last, 
L  5 
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she   could  no  longer  restrain  her  tears,  and, 
leaning  back  in  the  car,  she  sobbed  aloud. 

<«  Do  not  give  way  to  despair,"  said  Carlo vitz, 
apparently  touched  with  compassion ;  "for  see  ! 
here  is  the  palace  of  Odenisky." 

Adelaide  looked  eagerly,  and  saw,  by  the  un- 
certain light,  a  large  white  building,  peeping,  at 
intervals,  through  the  trees.  It  seemed  of  im- 
mense extent ;  but,  as  they  approached,  Ade- 
laide's heart  sank,  for  it  looked  the  chosen 
abode  of  misery  and  desolation.  It  had  been 
an  exceedingly  strong  place ;  but  now,  like  an 
aged  giant,  it  presented  only  the  wreck  of  its 
former  greatness :  its  towers  were  in  ruins,  and 
its  spacious  court  yard  was  covered  with  waving 
grass;  whilst  ivy,  and  innumerable  climbing 
plants  hung  from  its  tottering  walls.  A  noble 
terrace  had  stretched  along  one  front  of  the 
deserted  palace ;  but,  alas !  its  forlorn  state 
seemed  a  mockery  of  its  former  grandeur.  An 
overturned  vase,  embedded  in  moss,  formed  a 
kind  of  lair  for  a  small  lynx,  whose  sharp  eyes 
peered   out  from  beneath  its  shade,  like  two 
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Sparkling  gems ;  and  the  vampyre-bat  clapped 
heavily  its  leathern  wings  above  their  head. 
The  gaudy  hues  of  the  scarlet  lily,  and  large 
mountain  rose,  mingled  with  a  mass  of  green, 
and  slione  through  the  gleaming  twilight ;  whilst 
grapes,  of  unparalleled  size  and  richness,  hung 
from  the  widely-spreading  vines,  and  caught  a 
few  reflected  rays. 

As  they  approached  nearer  the  principal  en- 
trance, Adelaide  was  painfully  affected  at  the 
aspect  of  the  large  garden  which  spread  beneath 
the  deserted  terrace.  It  had  been  laid  out  in 
the  old  French  taste ;  and  nothing  can  be  more 
desolate,  than  the  appearance  of  a  formal  garden 
abandoned  to  decay.  The  once  trim  parterres^^ 
were  now  a  mass  of  weeds ;  and  the  trees,  which 
had  been  cut  into  divers  gaunt  and  extraordi- 
nary shapes,  now  breaking  through  all  restraint, 
spread  their  wild  branches  in  the  most  grotesque 
manner,  as  though  mocking  the  care  of  their 
former  trainers.  Adelaide  shuddered,  and  turned 
away ;  for,  to  her  heated  imagination,  they  looked 
like  grim  giants,  stretching  out  their  monstrous 
arms  to  forbid  her  entrance  !  At  length,  the  car 
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Stopped,  and  Carlovitz,  descending,  knocked 
long  and  loudly  at  the  main  portal ;  but  in  vain, 
for  the  sounds  were  only  echoed  by  the  neigh- 
bouring rocks,  and  answered  by  the  lengthened 
growls  of  the  wolves  and  bears,  prowling  in  the 
forest  below,  who  seemed  to  become  more  ra- 
venous and  ferocious  from  the  unwonted  noise. 
Again,  Carlovitz  knocked,  and  still  more  vehe- 
mently than  before.  The  peal  echoed  through  the 
empty  halls  of  the  deserted  mansion,  and  startled 
a  number  of  birds,  that  had  nestled  in  the  ivy 
which  grew  up  its  walls,  and  that  now  fled,  hooting 
and  screaming,  to  seek  another  shelter ;  but  still 
no  human  form  seemed  roused  by  the  noise,  till 
Carlovitz  took  the  bugle  horn,  which  hung  from 
his  neck,  and  blew  a  blast,  so  loud  and  shrill, 
that  it  rang  from  rock  to  rock  in  a  thousand 
varied  tones,  becoming  softer  and  softer  till  it 
gradually  died  away.  Then,  and  not  till  then, 
did  the  massive  doors  of  the  castle  slowly  un- 
close, and  discover  to  the  eyes  of  the  terrified 
Adelaide,  a  wild  hideous-looking  man,  whose 
hair  was  clotted  together  by  that  frightful  disease 
called  the  Plica  Polonica,  and  hung,  in  a  dis- 


THE    TREASURE-SEEKER.  229 

gusting,  matted,  and  bloody  mass,  upon  his 
shoulders;  whilst  a  sheep-skin  garment,  tlie 
wool  turned  outwards,  was  wrapped  round  his 
mis-shapen  limbs,  and  the  pine-log  torch,  which 
he  carried  in  his  hand,  threw  a  strong  light 
upon  his  distorted  features,  and  fierce,  glaring 
eyes.  Adelaide  looked,  screamed,  and  fainted ; 
for  her  spirits  could  bear  no  more ;  and  she  was 
carried  into  the  castle  by  Carlovitz,  quite  insen- 
sible to  the  horrors  of  her  situation. 

When  Adelaide  revived,  she  found  herself  in  a 
large,  well-proportioned  chamber,  which,  by  the 
aid  of  a  large  fire  of  pine-logs,  burning  brightly 
upon  the  immense  hearth,  looked  far  more 
cheerfid  than  she  could  have  imagined  from  the 
appearance  of  the  outside  of  the  mansion.  The 
furniture  was  in  the  French  taste  of  the  age  of 
Louis  Quatorze,  and  she  was  laid  upon  an  old- 
fashioned  sofa  of  rich  brocaded  silk ;  the  chairs 
were  massive,  and  covered  with  the  same  mate- 
rial, which  was  also  employed  to  form  the  hang- 
ings of  a  magnificent  bed,  standing  in  a  deep 
recess,  at  the  extremity  of  the  apartment.  Car- 
lovitz was  kneeling  before  the  fire,  preparing 
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some  refreshments ;  and  Adelaide,  as  the  strong- 
light  displayed  the  elegant  symmetry  of  his 
figure,  thought  she  had  never  seen  a  finer  model 
of  manly  beauty.  Yet  still  —  strange  to  say  — 
though  nothing  could  exceed  the  respect  and 
attention  with  which  he  had  treated  her  ever 
since  they  left  Dios  Gyos,  and  though  he  was 
even  now  occupied  in  her  service,  she  felt  an  in- 
vincible repugnance  to  all  he  said  and  did, 
which  she  could  neither  account  for  nor  define. 

Carlovitz  started  when  he  heard  her  move, 
and  approaching,  tendered  the  food  which  he 
had  been  cooking,  with  the  utmost  deference 
and  respect;  but  Adelaide  heeded  it  not. 

«  Where  is  Odenisky?"  asked  she. 

"  Alas  !  he  is  not  here.  Impatient  at  our  de- 
lay, he  is  gone  to  seek  us ;  but  he  will  soon  re- 
turn. I  also  grieve  that  we  have  no  female  at- 
tendants to  wait  upon  your  highness ;  but,  ex- 
pecting Lisette  —  " 

Adelaide  sighed  deeply.  "It  is  immaterial," 
said  she;  "but  I  am  fatigued,  and  I  would  fain 
retire  to  rest." 

"  Will  not  your  highness  take  some  refresh- 


THE   TREASURE-SEEKER.  231 

ment  first?"  asked  Carlovitz,  in  a  tone  of  de- 
spondency, which  affected  Adelaide ;  and,  though 
ill-inclmed  to  eat,  she  took  the  food  lie  offered. 

"  Now,  my  lady,  I  will  retire,"  said  he.  "  To- 
morrow you  will  see  Odenisky." 

Notwithstanding  the  strangeness  of  her  situa- 
tion, and  the  anxiety  of  her  mind,  Adelaide  was 
heavy  with  sleep.     During  the  whole  of  her  fa- 
tiguing journey,  she   had   scarcely   closed   her 
eyes ;  but,  now,  when  she  seemed  to  have  reached 
a  temporary  haven  of  rest,  nature  asserted  her 
i-ight,  and,  quite  exhausted,  Adelaide  threw  her- 
self upon  her  magnificent  bed,  without  taking 
off  her  clothes,  and  she  was  soon  buried  in  pro- 
found repose.  Fearful  dreams,  hov/ever,  haunted 
her  slumbers :  she  fancied  that  she  met  her  hus- 
band, but,  when  she  flew  to  his  arms,  she  found 
only   a   blackened   corpse.       Shuddering   with 
horror,  she  awoke,   but  only  to  meet  new  ter- 
rors, for  by  the  pale  moonbeams,  as  they  faintly 
pierced  through  her  latticed  window,   she  be- 
held a  strange  mis-shapen  figure,  squatting  like 
an    incubus   on    the   foot  of  her  bed.       She 
started  up ;  and  would  have  screamed  for  assist- 
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ance,  but  fear  deprived  her  of  the  power  of 
articulation,  and  she  sank,  almost  fainting,  on  a 
chair.  The  hideous  figure  also  sprang  from  its 
post  when  she  rose ;  and,  approaching  her,  kissed 
the  ground  at  her  feet.     It  was  Osky. 

"  Lady  ! "  said  he,  "  I  promised  to  protect  thee, 
and  I  will  perform  my  word.  He  whom  thou 
expectest  is  not  thy  husband." 

"  Not  my  husband  ?  "  cried  Adelaide. 
"  His  hair  is  fair,  and  his  eyes  blue ;  whilst 
his  ever-ready  smile  is  assumed  only  to  deceive. 
Say,  lady,  is  this  Odenisky?" 

"  No,"  said  Adelaide,  trembling  with  appre- 
hension. 

**  Nay,  more  —  there  is  one  confined  in  the 
Tower  of  the  Still  Lake,  whose  face  is  that  of 
the  image  suspended  from  thy  neck.  He  is  in 
distress;  and,  when  he  weeps,  he  throws  his 
arm  round  the  neck  of  his  faithful  dog,  and  bids 
him  fly  to  his  lost  Adelaide,  to  tell  her  of  his 
flue." 

Every  nerve  quivered  through  Adelaide's 
frame,  as  she  asked  the  name  of  the  dog. 

"  Branscha !  "  said  the  imp.    "  He  is  tall  and 
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noble,  but  playful  and  caressing  as  a  new-born 
whelp." 

"  It  is  he,"  cried  Adelaide,  with  her  usual  im- 
patience and  want  of  diought ;  "  take  me  to 
him  instantly ! " 

"Hast  thou  courage  to  seek  him  there?" 
asked  Osky.     "  If  thou  hast,  follow  me  !  " 

So  saying,  he  took  a  pine-torch  from  the  im- 
mense chimney-place,  and,  having  lighted  it, 
removed  a  pannel  in  the  wall,  and  beckoned 
Adelaide  to  come  on.  She  obeyed,  and  found 
herself  in  a  long,  dark  passage,  which  led,  after 
several  windings,  into  an  immense  hall.  Nothing 
could  be  more  wretched  than  the  appearance  of 
this  place,  which  was  half  filled  with  fragments 
of  the  fallen  ceiling,  the  bare  rafters  occasionally 
bending  down,  and  mingling  with  the  confused 
masses  of  stone  and  mortar ;  while  the  once-rich 
hangings  were  torn  and  ragged  on  the  walls, 
which,  thus  partially  exposed,  seemed  covered 
with  green  damp  and  slime.  The  marble  pave- 
ment was  stained  and  broken,  grass  springirg 
from  the  interstices ;  and  the  whole  bore  such 
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an  aspect  of  desolation,  that  Adelaide  shivered, 
and  involuntarily  wrapped  her  fur-lined  mantle 
more  closely  round  her. 

Osky  advanced  rapidly  through  this  temple 
of  ruins ;  but  as  Adelaide  followed,  she  was  hor- 
ror-struck to  see  the  hideous  Pole  fast  asleep,  in 
a  distant  corner. 

"  Do  not  fear  him,  lady,"  said  Osky,  perceiv- 
ing that  she  paused ;  "he  is  dead  with  sleep, 
and  will  not  easily  awake.  Since  the  castle  has 
been  deserted  for  the  crimes  of  its  former  master, 
no  living  thing  has  dwelt  within  its  precints,  save 
that  Pole.  The  very  bats  do  not  venture  within 
its  walls ;  for,  they  know  them  to^  be  dyed  with 
blood;  and  it  is  only  he,  a  wretch  accursed 
both  by  God  and  man,  that  dares  to  stay 
amongst  them.  Come,  lady,  let  me  take  you  to 
Odenisky !  " 

Sick  at  heart,  and  indifferent,  from  despair, 
to  what  might  now  befall  her,  the  miserable 
Adelaide  followed  her  conductor  into  the  court- 
yard of  the  castle,  and  thence  into  a  deep 
ravine,  overhung  with  thick  trees,  which  seemed 
to  have  been  the  bed  of  a  mountain-torrent. 
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Adelaide  had  suffered  too  much  to  be  suscepti- 
ble of  fear ;  and  she  followed  her  hideous  guide 
with  difficulty,  indeed,  but  without  hesitation, 
along  the  rough  and  stony  road,  till  they  reached 
a  wild  hut,  built  in  a  cleft  in  one  of  the  crags,  to 
shelter  the  hunters  and  Treasure-seekers  of  the 
mountains.  Osky  assisted  Adelaide  to  climb  to 
this  wild  nest ;  and  as  they  entered,  a  low  moan- 
ing sound  caught  her  attention,  and  she  per- 
ceived in  a  corner  of  the  hut,  a  wretched  look- 
ing old  crone,  who  was  rocking  herself  back- 
wards and  forwards,  as  she  sang,  in  a  hollow 
mournful  tone,  the  following  irregular  lines ; 

And  IS  this  all  remains  to  tell 
How  Ali  fought,  how  All  fell; 

A  grass-grown- tomb  of  mould'ring  stone    , 
The  only  meed  of  glory  ? 

Yes  ;  and  'tis  by  such  means  alone 
We  hope  to  live  in  story  ! 

Oh  !  what  is  fame  ?  an  empty  toy, 
A  thing  to  hope  for — not  enjoy. 

Seldom  can  man  attain  it; 
And  does  it  happiness  bestow, 

\^'hen  men  have  bled  to  gain  it  ? 
History  answers,  No ! 

The  measure  was  wild,  and  the  air  sounded 
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as  the  lament  of  one  mourning  for  the  dead. 
Adelaide  could  scarcely  endure  the  sound,  and 
she  turned  sadly  away.  In  so  doing  her  eyes 
fell  upon  the  countenance  of  Osky,  now  fully 
shown  by  the  light  of  the  blazing  pine-logs, 
which  burnt  in  a  corner  of  the  hut ;  and  her  cou- 
rage almost  failed  her,  when  she  recollected  that 
she  had  trusted  herself  entirely  to  the  guidance 
of  a  monster  scarcely  human. 

"  Where  is  Gyrwartz  ? "  asked  the  imp, 
whilst  the  old  woman  continued  rocking  herself 
to  and  fro,  and  muttering  another  verse  of  her 
song :  "  Rouse  yourself,  mother.  The  lady  is 
tired  and  faint ;  her  delicate  feet  are  cut  with 
rough  stones,  and  her  face  is  pale  and  ghastly. 
Give  her  help;  for,  alas !  the  icy  fingers  of  death 
are  twining  fast  round  her  heart.*' 

The  old  woman,  roused  by  this  appeal,  rose 
slowly,  and  opening  a  cavity  in  the  wall,  took 
out  a  small  phial,  from  which  she  poured  a  few 
drops  into  a  cup  of  water,  and  then  persuaded 
Adelaide  to  drink  the  mixture. 

"  The  herbs  which  made  that  draught,"  said 
she,  "  were  gathered  beneath  a  rainbow  of  the 
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moon,  where  the  points  of  that  white  bridge  of 
heaven  touched  the  earth  1  These  drops  will 
give  strength  and  courage  to  your  soul,  so  that 
you  may  support  bravely  all  the  perils  of  your 
way ! " 

She  next  took  a  small  bugle  from  her  bosom, 
and  blew  it  gently.  Her  signal  was  immediately 
answered  by  a  note  so  soft  and  low,  that  it 
seemed  only  the  echo  of  the  first ;  and,  almost  at 
the  same  instant,  Gyrwartz  entered  the  hut. 
Adelaide  was  rejoiced  to  see  him ;  and,  refreshed 
by  the  old  woman's  elixir,  she  declared  herself 
ready  to  proceed.  A  few  words  from  Gyrwartz 
confirmed  the  truth  of  Osky's  statement  respect- 
ing the  prisoner  confined  in  the  Tower  of  the 
Still  Lake;  and,  when  he  also  assured  her 
that  (notwithstanding  all  Carloviiz  had  asserted 
to  the  contrary)  the  Jaeger  Jasko  was  in  the  ca- 
verns at  Dios  Gyor  when  she  was  at  that  place, 
she  did  not  hesitate  to  commit  herself  to  the 
joint  guidance  of  himself  and  Osky ;  as  she  felt 
convinced  that  had  the  Jaeger  been  her  hus- 
band, he  would  not  have  let  her  depart  without 
seeing  her.     She  now  bade  adieu  to  the  friendly 
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hag,  who  had  first  provided  her  with  boots  more 
fitting  than  her  own  shght  sKppers,  to  the  rocky 
road  she  had  to  traverse;  and  then  set  for- 
ward on  her  perilous  expedition.  The  thought 
of  the  danger  to  which  her  imprudence  had  ex- 
posed her  husband,  lent  her  strength  to  climb 
the  steep  ascent  before  them ;  for  their  road, 
almost  perpendicular,  wound  round  the  sides 
of  the  mighty  Krymaun,  through  forests  scarcely 
pervious  to  the  bright  raj's  of  the  rising  sun. 
As  they  proceeded,  however,  occasional  vistas 
opened  through  the  trees,  and  their  eyes 
were  often  delighted  with  the  brilliant  light, 
shining  through  the  sparkling  spray  of  a  moun- 
tain cataract  ;  though  sometimes  again  ter- 
rified by  a  frightful  chasm,  which  yawned  across 
their  path,  and  threatened  to  engulf  them  in  its 
dark  abyss.  The  sun  was  already  far  above  the 
horizon,  when  they  emerged  from  the  gloomy 
forest  which  they  had  so  long  been  traversing, 
and  crossed  an  exposed  spot,  where  the  heat,  re- 
flected by  the  side  of  the  mountain,  was  intole- 
rable in  the  extreme. 

Adelaide's  strength  became  quite  exhausted ; 
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her  weary  limbs  could  scarcely  support  her ;  yet 
her  spirit  quailed  not,  and  she  struggled  on.  A 
determined  mind  will  do  much ;  yet  nature  has 
limits  which  must  not  be  overstepped,  and  Ade- 
laide had  tried  her  strength  beyond  all  human 
endurance.  In  attempting  to  spring  across  a 
mountain  rivulet,  her  foot  slipped,  and  she  fell. 
She  was  unable  to  rise ;  and  her  attendants,  then 
first  aware  of  their  imprudence  in  having  ad- 
vanced too  rapidly,  carried  her  into  a  cavity  of 
the  rock,  where,  shaded  from  the  burning  sun, 
she  enjoyed  a  short  repose. 

When  Adelaide  awoke,  she  started  at  the 
sight  of  her  strange  companions;  for  all  that 
had  passed  seemed  but  as  a  dream.  Osky  was 
delighted  to  see  her  eyes  open,  and  the  kind- 
hearted  creature  jumped  rapturously  around 
her,  his  keen  black  eyes  contrasting  strangely 
with  the  almost  white  and  vacant  ones  of  Gyr- 
wartz. 

"Where  am  I,  and  who  are  you?"  asked 
Adelaide,  gazing  wildly  at  the  Treasure- seeker 
and  his  companion. 

*'  Minister  humitlimus  tuus  !  "  answered  he. 
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«  Gyrwartz  ?  "  exclaimed  she,  her  recollection 
slowly  returning. 

"Trust  Gyrwartz,  lady,"  said  Osky:  "he 
is  faithful  as  the  petted  spaniel ;  and  though  the 
flowers  of  the  grave  whiten  upon  his  head,  his 
heart  still  glows  with  the  warmth  of  kindness." 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it,"  said  Adelaide,  faintly, 
'*  but  alas,  my  head  wanders  !  Have  we  far  to 
go,"  continued  she,  after  a  short  pause,  trem- 
bling lest  her  powers  should  fail  ere  she  reached 
the  wished-for  goal. 

"  No,  lady,  no,'*  replied  Osky ;  "  we  can  even 
now  feel  the  breeze  from  the  lake  of  the  pure, 
still  water,  which  is  our  journey's  end." 

This  information  renewed  Adelaide's  strength ; 
and  they  again  set  forward,  whilst  nothing  could 
be  imagined  more  striking  than  the  picture  the 
strange  group  presented.  The  great  Krymann  is 
one  of  the  highest  mountains  in  Europe.  Eternal 
snows  rest  upon  its  lofty  peaks,  and  forests  of  the 
darkest  pine  clothe  the  lower  portion  of  its  sides; 
whilst,  above  these,  rise  smooth  crags  of  granite, 
which  seem  to  bid  defiance  to  the  feeble  at- 
tempts of  man  to  climb  them.    As  the  travellers 
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advanced,  skirting  these  polished  rocks,  innu- 
merable plants,  of  varied  colours,  and  uncommon 
forms,  hung  from  the  lower  precipices ;  above 
which  a  narrow  winding  path  wound  circuitously 
round  the  steep  and  terrifying  ascent.  It  was 
barely  wide  enough  to  admit  one  person,  and 
afforded  no  barrier,  save  the  branches  of  the  pine 
trees,  to  prevent  the  heedless  passenger  from 
fallinfT  into  the  vawnin^j  gulf  below.  Alonjj  this 
narrow  path,  which,  to  the  eye  of  the  spectator, 
appeared  a  mere  wavering  line,  frolicked  Osky, 
gaily  mimicking  the  motions  of  the  bears,  that 
howled  in  the  forests  beneath.  Next  followed 
the  spectral  form  of  the  gaunt  Treasure-seeker  of 
the  mountains,  leading  the  graceful  and  delicate 
Adelaide,  a  lovely  and  elegantly  dressed  woman, 
who,  though  fatigued  and  pale,  was  yet  distin- 
guished by  her  youth  and  beauty. 

After  ascending  a  considerable  distance,  the 
guides  of  Adelaide  struck  downwards  through  a 
thick  grove  of  box,  and  soon  arrived  at  a  kind  of 
valley  amongst  the  crags,  in  the  centre  of  which 
was  a  large  lake.  The  waters  of  that  inland 
sea,  for  such  it  appeared,  from  its  extent,  were 
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perfectly  still,  and  of  such  transparent  clearness, 
that  the  whole  looked  like  one  vast  mirror.     Not 
a  breath  of  air  ruffled  its  glass-like  surface ;   not 
a    single   weed  disturbed   its  purity;    no   fish 
sported  in   its  waters;    and  no  birds  hovered 
upon  its  banks.    All  was  calm  and  tranquil,  as  a 
river  of  the  dead ;  but  Adelaide  shuddered  at 
this  unnatural  stillness,  and  a  sense  of  the  for- 
lornness  and  desolation  of  her  own  state   fell 
heavily  upon  her  heart,  till  she  sickened  at  the 
thought.     Never  before  had  she  felt  her  woes 
so  acutely ;  and,  in  hopeless  despair,  she  was  in- 
clined to  throw  herself  down,  to  die  amongst  the 
dark  grey  and  pointed  rocks  which  formed  the 
frame  to  this  liquid  mirror.     She  was  roused 
from  her  apathy,  however,  by  Gyrwartz,  who, 
pointing  to  a  tall  thin  tower  at  the  further  ex- 
tremity of  the  lake,  told  her  that  was  the  spot 
she  came  to  seek.     Adelaide  looked  around  in 
agony.      Steep  and  inaccessible  crags  shut   in 
the  lake  on  every  side,  save  that  on  whicli  they 
stood ;  and  her  distance  from  the  tower  was  so 
great,  that  the  building  itself  looked  only  Uke  a 
slender  obelisk. 

"  If  that  be  Odenisky's  place  of  confinement, 
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how  shall  we  be  able  to  reach  it  ?     There  seems 

no  boat — no  road Oh  !  have  you  brought 

me  here  only  to  drive  me  to  distraction  ?  " 

Gyrwartz  made  no  reply ;  but  blew  the  same 
peculiarly  soft  and  low  note  upon  his  bugle, 
which  Adelaide  had  heard  in  the  hut.  He  then 
paused  to  listen,  and  presently,  amidst  the  pro- 
found silence  which  reigned  around,  they  dis- 
tinctly, though  faintly,  heard  a  window  open, 
and,  something  heavy  plunge  into  the  lake. 

"  He  has  heard  us  !  "  said  Gyrwartz. 

Adelaide  trembled  with  emotion ;  and  gazing 
earnestly  upon  the  water,  she  saw  its  smooth 
surface  ruffled  by  a  dark  moving  body,  which 
rapidly  approached  them.  As  it  drew  near,  she 
perceived  that  it  was  a  dog;  and  when  it  leaped 
upon  land,  shaking  its  shaggy  coat,  she  knew  it 
to  be  Branscha !  The  ftiithful  creature  had 
already  recognised  Adelaide ;  and,  leaping  up, 
he  overwhelmed  her  with  caresses,  which  she 
returned  with  rapture,  notwithstanding  his  wet 
condition,  while  the  two  guides  stood  looking 
joyfully  at  the  mutual  discovery,  till,  seeming 
suddenly  to  recollect  himself,  Gyrwartz  exa- 
M  2 
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^mined  the  clog's  collar,  and  drew  from  it  a  bit  of 
paper,  on  which  Odenisky  had  scrawled  a  few- 
words.  Adelaide  seized  it  eagerly.  She  knew 
her  husband's  writing,  and  her  anguish  may  be 
conceived,  when  she  read  the  following  words: 

"  I  perish  for  want  of  food.  My  gaolers 
seem  to  have  forgotten  me ;  for  three  long  days 
have  passed  since  they  visited  my  prison." 

Pale  and  horror-struck,  the  wretched  Ade- 
laide stood  aghast,  like  one  transformed  to  stone, 
till  she  was  roused  from  her  apathy  by  a  pierc- 
ing shriek,  and  looking  up,  she  saw  Carlovitz, 
and  five  or  six  fierce-looking  wretches,  who 
seized  her  roughly.  In  her  terror,  she  dropped 
the  paper  she  had  been  reading,  which  Osky 
adroitly  secured ;  and  then,  bounding  along  the 
rocks,  instantly  disappeared. 

Somewhat  relieved  by  this,  and  half-stupified 
by  fear,  Adelaide  suffered  herself  to  be  laid  upon 
a  kind  of  litter,  which  was  instantly  raised  on 
the  shoulders  of  four  of  the  men,  and  carried 
off;  whilst  Carlovitz,  and  the  remaining  ruffians, 
secured  Gyrwartz.  Branscha,  who  seemed  in- 
stinctively aware  of  the  danger  to  which  he  was 
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exposed,  had  followed  Osky;  and  Adelaide's 
sole  hope  was,  that  by  his  means  her  husband 
might  receive  relief.  As  to  herself,  she  knew 
that  resistance  must  be  unavailing,  and  she  sub- 
mitted patiently  to  her  fate,  turning  her  eyes, 
however,  towards  the  spire-like  tower  as  long  as 
it  continued  in  sight. 

Tedious  and  interminable  seemed  the  road 
which  was  now  taken  by  the  conductors  of  Ade- 
laide. Day  declined  during  their  progress ;  and 
the  shades  of  evening  thickened  around  them  as 
they  descended  into  a  deep  valley,  hemmed  in 
by  steep  rocks,  but  which  looked  a  mimic  Eden. 
The  setting  sun  gave  a  still  richer  glow  to  fields 
of  the  tall  Turkish  maize  ;  its  yellow  hea\^  heads 
clashing  together  in  the  evening  breeze;  and  tint- 
ed with  a  brighter  dye  unusually  high  rose-trees, 
which  mingled  with  oaks,  beeches,  and  majestic 
chestnuts ;  whilst  the  silvery  birch  waved  its  light 
foliage  in  the  wind,  and  the  graceful  willow  bent 
over  a  sparkling  stream,  on  the  banks  of  which 
flowers,  of  the  most  brilliant  colours  and  gigantic 
size  bloomed,  redolent,  of  sweets.  Creeping 
plants,  of  various  shades  of  green,  climbed  the 
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loftiest  trees,  and  hung  down  in  wild  luxuriance  ; 
their  tendrils  waving,  in  graceful  festoons,  in  the 
air.  The  proud  tulip-tree  spread  wide  its  broad 
leaves  and  variegated  blossoms ;  whilst  the  sen- 
sitive acacia,  and  distorted  crumholz,  shrank  from 
the  slightest  touch. 

Notwithstanding  the  sylvan  beauty  of  this  se- 
cluded spot,  its  very  charms  partook  of  gloom  ; 
for  it  looked  the  chosen  temple  of  solitude.  No 
living  creature  sought  shelter  in  its  shades,  and 
no  sound  broke  upon  the  ear,  save  the  murmur- 
ing of  a  brook  which  meandered  through  the 
flowery  mead,  and  leaped,  in  miniature  cascades, 
over  the  fragments  of  rock  which  occasionally 
obstructed  its  passage.  There  are  many  of 
these  lovely  little  dells  blooming  amongst  the 
mountains,  like  the  oases  of  the  desert;  and, 
like  them,  relieving,  by  their  refreshing  verdure, 
the  weary  traveller  of  half  his  toils ;  but  the 
bearers  of  Adelaide  did  not  pause  to  enjoy  the 
soothing  influence  of  the  scene,  and  with  a  firm 
step  they  crossed  the  valley  to  the  opposite  ac- 
clivity, which  rose  steep  and  high,  as  though  to 
forbid  all  egress. 
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No  path  presented  itself  beyond  these  oppo- 
sing cliffs;  and  Adelaide  was  seized  with  the  sud- 
den and  horrible  idea,  that  Carlovitz  had  brought 
her  to  this  secluded  valley  in  order  to  destroy  her. 
Her  apprehensions  of  this  nature  were,  however, 
speedily  removed;  for,  as  soon  as  her  bearers 
reached  the  rocks,  they  placed  the  litter  on  the 
ground,  whilst  they  removed  a  fi-agmen  t  of  granite, 
covered  with  lichen,  and  disclosed  a  small  aper* 
ture  leading  to  a  cavern.  Adelaide  seized  the 
opportmiity,  whilst  they  were  thus  employed; 
and,  throwing  herself  on  her  knees  before  Car- 
lovitz, she  begged  earnestly  for  mercy. 

"It  is  in  vain,  lady,"  said  he;  "I  have 
sworn  to  conduct  you  to  my  leader,  and  I  will 
be  faithful  to  my  oath." 

Adelaide  was  in  despair.  She  wrung  her 
hands,  and  clung  to  his  knees,  but  in  vain.  He 
raised  her  gently  in  his  arms,  and,  in  spite  of 
her  resistance,  carried  her  into  the  cavern. 

Overwhelmed  with  anguish,  Adelaide  now 
submitted  patiently  to  her  fate ;  and,  with  a  spe- 
cies of  apathy  found  herself  borne  along  a  dark 
narrow  passage,  which  gradually  widened  as  they 
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advanced  till  it  ended  in  an  immense  vault, 
lighted  by  pine-wood  torches.  The  coup  d'oeil 
was  imposing,  for  the  lofty  dome  and  sides  of  the 
cavern  were  encrusted  with  stalactites,  from 
which  the  light  flashed  in  a  thousand  varied  co- 
lours ;  and  upon  one  side  stood  a  kind  of  throne, 
placed  on  a  dais,  raised  a  few  steps  above  the 
ground.  To  that  spot  Carlovitz  carried  his 
wretched  victim. 

"  Rest  here,  lady,"  said  he  ;  "  and  I  will  seek 
Jasko.  But  do  not  dare  to  move :  these  men 
are  answerable  for  your  safety  with  their  lives !  '* 
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CHAPTER  XV 


Tutti  abhorrir  mi  denno.     lo  lo  confesso 
Son  I'orror  de'  viventi,  e  di  me  stesso. 

Metastasio. 

In  the  mean  time  the  Baroness  had  closely 
questioned  Therese,  and  was  horror-struck  to 
find,  that  she  not  only  believed  herself  married 
to  the  bandit  Jasko,  but  that  she  was  actually 
upon  the  point  of  becoming  a  mother  by  him. 
Under  these  circumstances,  Julie  not  only  dared 
no  longer  to  oppose  her  flight,  but  she  even  re- 
solved to  accompany  her. 

"If  this  wretch  should  be  Odenisky,"  thought 
she,  "  and  if  my  Adelaide  should  have  joined 
him,  I  may  soothe  her  sorrows ;  and,  if  he  be  a 
stranger,  I  may  save  her  from  his  power." 

The  distance  was  short  from  the  valley  where 
the  Curate  resided,  to  that  which  contained  the 
caverns  of  the  banditti ;  and  as  the  Baroness 
M  5 
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and  Therese  were  accustomed  every  day  to  take 
long  walks,  they  were  sure  that  their  absence 
would  be  scarcely  noticed  for  many  hours  after 
their  departure.  They  thus  determined  to  go  as 
though  merely  for  a  ramble  in  the  forest ;  and 
to  take  a  basket  of  provisions  with  them,  to  pre- 
vent suspicion  of  their  real  design  :  the  Baro- 
ness having  persuaded  Therese  to  leave  a  note 
for  her  uncle,  explaining  her  situation,  and  pro- 
mising to  return  when  assured  of  his  forgiveness. 
This  she  left  in  the  hands  of  Lisette,  with  orders 
not  to  deliver  it  till  their  elopement  was  disco- 
covered.  Poor  Lisette,  who  was  their  confidant, 
was  wretched  at  the  thought  of  being  left  be- 
hind ;  and  was  only  consoled  by  the  solemn  pro- 
mises of  the  Baroness  to  send  for  her,  as  soon  as 
possible,  if  she  did  not  return. 

By  a  curious  coincidence  the  Baroness  and 
Lisette  fixed  upon  the  very  same  day  for  their 
expedition, with  that  upon  which  Adelaide  set  out 
to  seek  her  husband  on  the  Still  Lake ;  though,  of 
course,  they  arrived  at  the  caverns  of  tlie  banditti 
much  sooner  than  did  the  latter.  They  reached 
the  valley  safely  ;  and  Therese  led  her  friend  to 
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the  vaulted  cavern,  sending  the  first  bandit  she 
met,  to  inform  Jasko  of  her  arrival. 

"  It  is  here,"  said  she,  "  that  the  companions 
of  Jasko  take  their  food;  but  this  is  not  the 
hour  of  bread  and  wine,  and  we  may  rest  in 
safety.  Yes,"  continued  she,  looking  round ; 
"  this  is  the  hall  of  tlie  hunters  of  the  forest." 

"  Hunters  of  men  rather,"  exclaimed  the  Ba- 
roness. 

"  Hark  !  "  cried  Therese,  "  he  comes  !  I  know 
his  step.     He  is  here  !  " 

And  she  flew  forward,  to  meet  a  tall  fine  look- 
ing man,  in  the  hunter's  garb,  who  was  rapidly 
advancing  towards  them.  The  Baroness  trem- 
bled violently,  and  her  heart  beat ;  for  she  felt 
that  the  decisive  moment  was  arrived,  to  decide 
whether  Jasko  was  really  Odenisky  !  The  figure 
was  about  his  height,  though  it  seemed  fuller, 
and  more  firmly  built ;  but  his  large  hat  hung 
over  his  face,  and  the  Baroness  continued  uncer- 
tain. Therese  had  sprung  forward,  to  welcome 
him ;  but  Julie  remained  under  the  shade  of  a 
projection  in  the  rock,  and  concealed  by  one  of 
the  pillars  left  to  support  the  roof  of  the  cavern. 
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"  What  brings  you  here  ?  "  said  he,  sternly, 
to  Therese.  The  poor  girl  could  not  bear  this 
harsh  reception,  and  throwing  herself  into  his 
arms,  she  burst  into  tears.  "  What  folly  !  "  said 
he ;  and  as  he  placed  her  on  the  rock,  his  hat 
fell  off,  and  disclosed  the  features  of  Stanislaus. 

"  Thank  God  !  "  thought  the  Baroness,  for- 
getting all  the  dangers  which  both  she  and  Ade- 
laide were  exposed  to,  in  her  joy  to  find  that 
this  tyrant  was  not  Odenisky. 

"  I  have  no  time  to  attend  to  trifles,"  conti- 
nued Stanislaus ;  "I  cannot  now  be teazed  with 
women ;  business  of  serious  import  demands  my 
attention;  and,  as  the  band  will  meet  here  in 
half  an  hour,  you  must  not  be  seen.  Jatek,  con- 
duct Mademoiselle  Therese  to  the  upper  gallery." 

Therese  was  quite  unable  to  speak  ;  she 
seemed  stunned  with  the  reception  she  had  met 
with ;  and,  taking  the  arm  of  the  Baroness,  fol- 
lowed Jatek  to  a  higher  cavern,  or  rather  cavity 
in  the  rock,  which  overlooked  the  vault  below. 

It  may  be  easily  conceived  that  the  Baro- 
ness carefully  covered  her  features  from  view, 
whilst  she  remained  near  this  detested  minion  of 
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his  yet  more  detested  master ;  and  that  she  re- 
joiced most  sincerely  when  she  found  that  he 
retired  without  being  aware  of  her  presence. 
Therese  was  too  much  engrossed  with  her  own 
thoughts,  to  notice  the  silence  of  her  friend ;  and 
they  had  scarcely  placed  themselves  side  by  side, 
in  their  new  situation,  when  they  heard  the  loud 
blast  of  a  trumpet  ring  through  the  vaulted 
caverns,  and  saw  the  bandits  advance  into  the 
presence  of  their  chief. 

The  Baroness  trembled ;  and  the  pulsation  of 
her  heart  seemed  almost  audible,  as  she  gazed 
with  terror  upon  the  tall  and  martial  figures  of 
these  wild  looking  men.  Not  one  appeared  to 
have  attained  the  age  of  forty,  and  most  of  them 
were  strikingly  handsome.  There  was,  however, 
an  expression  of  unbridled  licentiousness,  flash- 
ing in  their  large  dark  eyes,  which  made  the 
Baroness  shudder ;  whilst  their  immense  mus- 
tachios,  curling  round  their  firmly-closed  lips, 
and  the  long,  black  hair,  which  hung  loosely 
upon  their  shoulders,  gave  them  an  air  of  fierce- 
ness and  barbarity.  The  dress  of  all  was  exactly 
similar,  and  in  the  usual   Hungarian  fashion  : 
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tight  vest,  and  pantaloons,  with  hussar  boots, 
and  short  cloaks;  whilst  on  their  heads  they 
wore  high-crowned  hats,  with  large  plumes  of 
feathers.  All  their  habiliments  were  of  black ; 
and  their  girdles  were  stuck  round  with  pistols 
and  daggers. 

The  Baroness,  who  had  never  seen  any  thing 
like  them  before,  excepting  robbers  and  mur- 
derers on  the  stage  (who  generally  appear  in 
nearly  a  similar  costume),  could  scarcely  re- 
frain from  uttering  a  loud  shriek ;  luckily,  how- 
ever, she  recollected  herself  in  time,  and,  with 
a  panting  heart  waited  the  conclusion  of  the 
scene. 

"  Lead  us  to  battle,*'  cried  the  men,  tumultu- 
ously  crowding  round  their  chief;  "we  are 
betrayed;  the  hired  spillers  of  blood  surround 
us  on  every  side,  and  we  shall  die,  like  wolves 
hunted  to  their  lair." 

"  Swear  to  be  faithful,  then,"  said  Stanislaus : 
"for,  much  I  fear,  traitors  are  among  ye.*' 

A  noise,  like  the  tumultuous  heaving  of  the 
ocean,  convulsed  the  bandits ;  but,  in  a  few  se- 
conds, they  drew  their  sabres,  and  swore  upon 
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them  to  be  faithful  to  their  chief.  The  Baroness 
was  excessively  terrified  at  this  wild  scene, 
which  was  indeed  enough  to  alarm  the  strongest 
nerves,  though  Therese  heeded  it  not.  It  was 
broad  day  when  they  entered;  but  no  light 
reached  that  gloomy  cavern,  save  from  the 
glare  of  torches,  whose  reflexion  flashed  like 
mimic  lightning  from  the  polished  steel,  as  the 
bandits  raised  their  swords,  and  waved  them 
high  in  air. 

Stanislaus  now  dismissed  his  band,  appointing 
where  they  should  meet. 

"I  am  unwilling  to  leave  our  strong  hold, 
here,"  said  he,  "lest  we  should  not  find  such 
another  position  for  defence;  yet  1  will  not  long 
restrain  your  ardour,  and  I  promise,  that  if  the 
licensed  murderers  of  the  Emperor  do  not 
attack  us  this  night,  to  morrow,  at  the  break  of 
day,  I  will  lead  you  against  them." 

Alas  !  how  many  events  were  to  intervene 
before  the  time  an'ived  for  that  promise  to  be 
fulfilled. 

Women  are  proverbially  credulous  and  for- 
giving, "  believing  still,  though  still  deceived:'^ 
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and  thus,  notwithstanding  the  unkindness  of 
Stanislaus,  he  no  sooner  sent  a  message  to 
Therese,  expressing  a  wish  to  see  her,  than  she 
forgot  all  her  wrongs,  and  flew  to  meet  him  ! 

The  Baroness  easily  avoided  being  present 
at  this  interview  between  Therese  and  Stanis- 
laus ;  and,  pretending  illness,  she  was  permitted 
to  repose  in  a  small  dark  recess  in  the  rock 
leading  from  the  large  cavern,  w^hich  had  been 
originally  formed  for  concealment.  Here  she 
had  room  for  meditation,  even  unto  madness  ; 
but  she  was  more  at  a  loss  than  ever  how  to  act  ; 
and,  after  much  deliberation,  without  coming 
to  any  conclusion,  she  began  to  feel  the  air  of 
the  cavern  dreadfully  close  and  oppressive,  and 
determined  to  return  to  the  open  air,  let  the 
consequences  be  what  they  might.  She  ac- 
cordingly endeavoured  to  remove  the  door 
which  obstructed  his  progress,  but  in  vain ;  it 
was  firmly  secured,  and  she  found  herself  a  pri- 
soner. Her  horror  was  now  indescribable,  but 
her  terror  and  her  anger  were  equally  useless; 
her  screams  were  unheard,  and  she  sank  at  last 
upon  her  hard  couch,  abandoned  to  despair. 
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When  Carlovitz  left  Adelaide,  she  little  ima- 
gined that  only  about  two  feet  of  rock  divided 
her  from  her  friend ;  on  the  contrary,  she  be- 
lieved herself  far  from  all  she  ever  loved,  and 
she  also  thought  herself  abandoned  to  despair. 
The  presence  of  Gyrwartz  was  her  sole  conso- 
lation ;  and  this  attached  and  faithful  creature 
seized  every  opportunity  that  occurred,  to  en- 
deavour to  rouse  her  drooping  spirits.  In  the 
meantime  Carlovitz  sought  Stanislaus ;  and, 
feeling  certain  that  the  intelligence  he  brought 
would  secure  his  welcome,  he  determined  to 
penetrate  even  into  his  private  apartment. 

Carlovitz  had  been  so  long  the  favourite  com- 
panion of  Stanislaus,  who  knew  his  history, 
and  who  affected  to  confide  all  his  secrets  to 
him  in  return,  that  he  felt  autiiorized  to  ap- 
proach this  most  retired  chamber  of  the  rock, 
notwithstanding  all  the  efforts  made  to  prevent 
him  by  the  inferior  bandits,  who  assured  him 
that  Stanislaus  had  given  particular  orders  that 
he  might  not  be  disturbed.  As  Carlovitz 
reached  the  door,  however,  he  hesitated,  for  he 
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heard  a  female  voice  within,  and  he  stopped  in- 
vohintarily  to  listen.     It  was  Therese  :  — 

"  Spare  me,"  cried  she ;  "  do  not  tell  me  so 
cruelly  and  so  calmly  that  you  will  abandon  me. 
Remember  that,  till  now,  I  have  believed  my- 
self your  wife ;  and,  if  not  for  my  sake,  at  least 
for  that  of  your  unborn  child,  do  not  cast  us 
from  you  !  " 

Carlovitz  could  bear  no  more,  for  these 
words  had  matter  in  them  to  rouse  him  into 
madness;  and  his  eyes  flashed  fire,  as,  with  gi- 
gantic strength,  he  burst  open  the  massive  por- 
tal, and  rushed  into  the  chamber. 

"  Villian  !  wretch  !  coward  !  "  cried  he,  to 
Stanislaus,  "  was  it  for  this  that  I  have  done 
thine  errand  ?  Was  it  that  thou  mightest  seduce 
my  sister,  that  I  was  sent  to  Vienna?  But  I 
know  thee  now  !  Wretch,  defend  thyself,  or 
my  sabre  shall  revenge  the  wrongs  of  its  mas- 
ter ! " 

"  Thy  sister  !  "  cried  Therese,  falling,  almost 
fainting,  against  the  rock. 

"  Yes,"  said  Carlovitz;  "  I  am  thine  unhappy 
brother ;  unhappy  alas  !    in    every  thing  :  for. 
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amidst  the  wreck  of  my  own  fortunes,  I  fondly 
hoped  that  this  fair  flower  might  escape  without 
a  blight !  For  myself  I  cared  not ;  I  knew  that 
I  was  sold  to  wretchedness ;  but  as,  even  in  the 
depths  of  vice,  the  mind  naturally  clings  ta 
some  virtue,  to  satisfy  its  self-love;  so  did  I, 
when  driven  from  all  else,  place  my  pride  in 
being  faithful  to  him  whom  I  had  chosen  for 
my  leader  !  He  employed  me  in  a  difficult  and 
painful  office,  from  which  my  mind  revolted  a 
thousand  times,  but  which  I  performed,  from  a 
sense  of  duty,  and  a  wish  to  keep  my  oath  in- 
violate. How  am  I  rewarded  ?  Therese  !  dear, 
injured  girl  !  look  up ;  forgive  me,  that  I  aban- 
doned my  precious  charge ;  and  that  I  left  thee 
in  the  hands  of  a  traitor:  I  ought  to  have  known 
better ;  he  that  is  false  to  his  king,  will  be  so  to 
all  those  who  put  trust  in  him  !  " 

"  Fool  !  "  said  Stanislaus,  "  sentiments  of 
virtue  come  well  from  your  mouth.  According 
to  you  and  your  precious  sister,  I  am  Satan 
himself,  whilst  you  are  angels  of  light,  and,  as  1 
suppose  you  fancy  yourselves,  poor  innocent 
lambs,  who  have  unfortunately  fallen  into 
my   wolfish  jaws.      But  let    us    see    the    real 
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State  of  the  case.  I  did  not  deceive  you,  Car- 
lovitz,  when  I  told  you  the  nature  of  the  ser- 
vice which  I  expected  from  you ;  yet  you  set 
out,  with  the  full  intention  to  lure  a  virtuous 
and  amiable  woman  into  the  hands  of  her  bit- 
terest enemy.  Was  this  blameless?  Do  not 
plead  fidelity ;  what  would  have  become  of  your 
obedience  to  my  commands,  if  I  had  told  you 
that  I  wished  to  seduce  your  sister  ?  "  Carlovitz 
started,  and  half  drew  his  sword.  Stanislaus 
laughed,  insultingly  :  "  Aye,"  continued  he,  "  I 
see  that  you  could  have  disobeyed,  if  you  had 
thought  fit ! " 

Carlovitz,  mortified  and  ashamed,  hung  his 
head  upon  his  breast,  whilst  his  tormentor  con- 
tinued his  sarcasms. 

"  And  Therese,  also.  Was  she  not  flying 
from  her  uncle,  who  had  always  loved  her  as  his 
child,  for  the  sake  of  a  stranger,  of  whom  she 
knew  nothing,  but  that  he  had  a  tolerable  per- 
son, and  was  a  bandit !  Yet,  for  this  lover  she 
deserted  those  to  whom  she  owed  every  thing, 
and  deceived  a  poor  old  man  who  placed  im- 
plicit trust  in  her;  and  now  she  presumes  to  blame 
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me  !  I  did  not  deceive  her ;  I  loved  her  when  I 
said  that  I  did  so ;  and,  as  to  the  ceremony  which 
she  chooses  to  call  a  marriage,  any  one,  a  degree 
above  an  idiot,  must  have  been  aware  of  its  in- 
formality !  " 

Carlovitz  could  bear  no  more;  he  foamed 
with  rage,  like  a  wild  beast,  ravenous  for  prey ; 
and,  rushing  upon  Stanislaus,  bade  him  defend 
himself.  The  Pole  calmly  put  by  the  thrust; 
and,  slowly  drawing  his  sword,  stood  in  the  atti- 
tude of  listeninGj. 

"  Wretch  !  "  cried  Carlovitz,  "  art  thou  a 
coward,  as  well  as  villain  ?  " 

"  Hark  !  "  said  Stanislaus,  in  a  tone  of  autho- 
rity, which  even  Carlovitz  involuntarily  obeyed  : 
"  the  caverns  are  attacked  by  the  troops  of  the 
Emperor.  Carlovitz,  this  is  no  time  for  private 
quarrel ;  we  are  bound  by  oath  to  defend  those 
who  have  confided  in  us;  let  us  now  fight  for 
the  common  cause,  and  that  saved,  I  pledge  my 
honour,  if  we  both  survive,  that  you  shall  have 
satisfaction.  Poor  Therese,"  continued  he,  as 
some  spark  of  human  feeling,  for  once,  touched 
his  heart ;  "  what  will  become  of  her  ?  " 
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"  The  dark  recesses  of  the  large  cavern,"  said 
Carlovitz,  "  will  afford  her  a  refuge.  Adelaide 
may  rest  there  also." 

«'  Then  she  is  here  ?  "  asked  Stanislaus :  Car- 
lovitz disdained  reply,  and,  taking  his  almost  in- 
sensible sister  in  his  arms,  he  bore  her  towards 
the  cavern,  where  the  terrified  Adelaide  still 
awaited  his  return ;  whence,  bidding  her  and 
Gyrwartz  follow,  he  led  the  way  to  the  recess 
where  the  Baroness  had  been  so  long  confined. 
There  he  placed  the  fair  fugitives,  intrusting 
Gyrwartz  with  the  charge  to  set  them  free,  if  he 
should  himself  fall. 

"  Wait  till  the  battle  be  decided  ;  "  said  he  : 
"  You  will  here  be  safe.  When  it  is  endetl,  if 
I  live,  I  will  conduct  them  back  to  Gros  Lom- 
nitz,  or  to  Hadree;  and,  if  I  fall,  it  must  be 
thy  care.  Be  faithful,  and  thou  shalt  have 
cause  for  joy." 

Then,  pressing  his  lips  to  the  forehead  of  his 
unfortunate  sister,  he  flew  to  his  post.  Short 
was  the  greeting  which  took  place  between  the 
friends  thus  strangely  thrown  together.  So 
many  new  sensations  had  crowded  upon  all  their 
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minds,  during  the  last  few  hours,  that  each 
telt  as  though  in  a  painful  dream,  from  which 
she  longed  to  awaken.  Therese  lav  as  one  in- 
sensible,  for  her  senses  were  stunned  by  the 
shock  she  had  received ;  whilst  Adelaide  and  the 
Baroness  wept  in  each  other's  arms,  without 
daring  to  exchange  a  single  syllable.  All  was 
still  as  death ;  but  it  was  only  like  the  fearful 
calm  which  precedes  a  storm ;  for  soon,  a  con- 
fused and  distant  nmrmur,  as  of  a  contending 
multitude,  swelled  upon  the  ear.  It  grew  gra- 
dually louder  and  louder ;  till  at  last,  it  became 
frightfully  distinct,  and  the  terrified  cousins 
clinging  to  each  other,  feared  every  instant  that 
their  place  of  refuge  was  invaded  by  the  furious 
combatants.  The  large  cavern  was  now  filled 
with  men  and  horses,  fighting 

*'  In  that  deadly  strife, 

Which  asks  no  quarter,  and  which  spares  no  life;" 

shouts  and  oaths  mingled  with  the  plunging  of 
the  horses,  and  the  clashing  swords  of  their  ri- 
ders ;  the  discharge  of  musquetry  echoed  peal 
after  peal  through  the  dreaiy  vaults ;  and  the 
rock  containing  the  recess  vibrated  at  every 
shock. 
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Suddenly  the  explosion  of  a  mine,  though 
at  a  great  distance,  shook  the  rocks  as  with 
an  earthquake ;  and  the  terrified  friends  fell 
upon  their  knees,  whilst  the  further  side  of 
their  cavern  burst  asunder,  and  displayed  the 
field  of  battle  through  the  chasm.  Horrible, 
indeed,  was  the  scene  which  now  presented  it- 
self. Men  and  horses  were  mingled  together  in 
wild  confusion ;  and  the  groans  of  the  wounded 
and  the  dying  were  added  to  the  louder  din  of 
war.  The  rock,  which  contained  the  recess, 
was  not  shivered  by  the  explosion  (which,  in- 
deed, took  place  far  from  it),  but  merely  yawned 
wide  asunder,  from  the  concussion.  The  fair 
friends  consequently  escaped  unhurt,  though 
terror  at  the  spectacle  before  them,  almost  de- 
prived them  of  their  senses. 

No  language  can  describe  the  singular  effect 
produced,  as  the  combatants  in  that  wild  conflict 
appeared  and  disappeared  through  the  smoke  of 
their  fire-arms,  which  wreathed  around  them 
like  a  misty  veil,  whilst  brilliant  sparks  of  light 
every  instant  flashed  through  the  gloom.  In 
some  of  the  clefts  of  the  rocks  the  torches  still 
burned  that  had  been  placed  there  by  the  ban- 
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dits;  and  their  red  glare  added  fresh  horrors  to 
the  hideous  faces  of  the  soldiers,  already  black- 
ened with  the  smoke,  and  stained  with  clotted 
gore. 

The  combat  became  every  instant  more  dread- 
ful, and  shots  whizzed  past  the  terrified  fugitives: 
"  This  is  no  longer  a  place  of  refuge,"  said 
the  Baroness,  looking  upbraidingly  at  Gyrwartz. 
The  Treasure-seeker  seemed  to  feel  the  justice 
of  her  reproof,  and  bade  his  trembling  com- 
panions follow  his  footsteps.  They  gladly  obeyed, 
and  left  the  caverns  by  a  narrow  winding  path, 
which  led  circuitously  to  a  little  retired  valley, 
resembling  the  crater  of  an  extinguished  vol- 
cano. 

As  they  proceeded  along  this  path,  the  din  of 
battle  gradually  became  more  faint,  though  oc- 
casionally the  crash  of  falling  rocks  still  made 
them  often  shudder,  and  creep  closer  to  each 
other  in  terror,  lest  the  dangers  they  had  es- 
caped should  again  assail  them.  At  length  they 
reached  the  light  of  day;  and  an  involuntary  ex- 
clamation of  joy  burst  from  all,  at  the  lovely 
prospect  they  beheld. 

VOL.    III.  N 
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Tlie  niglit  had  passed  away  amid  the  scenes  of 
terror  which  they  had  witnessed ;  and  the  first  rays 
of  the  morning  sun  now  spread  through  the  little 
valley,  and  glittered  on  the  diamond  dew-drops, 
which  hung  upon  the  lichen,  and  the  various- 
coloured  creeping  plants,  that  threw  their  fan- 
tastic drapery  over  the  wild  rocks  from  which 
they  sprang.  Those  rocks  rose  so  higli  on  every 
side,  forming  a  deep  basin,  not  more  than  a 
hundred  feet  in  diameter,  lined  with  soft  moss, 
of  a  thousand  brilliant  tints.  It  was  Nature's 
drawing-room,  splendid  with  all  her  brightest 
hues,  and  adorned  with  every  variety  of  beauty. 
High  above  the  rest,  the  pointed  pinnacles  of 
the  rocks  shone  in  the  rising  sun  like  polished 
crystal ;  forming  natural  prisms,  and  sparkling 
as  the  ornaments  of  some  gigantic  chandelier, 
whilst  the  clear  blue  vault  of  heaven  formed  a 
fitting  ceiling  to  the  wild  though  magnificent 
saloon. 

Adelaide  and  the  Baroness  looked  around  in 
wonder  and  admiration;  but  Therese  was  insen- 
sible to  either  the  beauty  or  the  strangeness  of 
the  scene.     Her  heart  was  broken.     Reared  in 
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the  deepest  solitude,  and  secluded  from  all  who 
could  sympathize  with  her  feelings ;  those  feel- 
ings had  gradually  subdued  her  reason,  and 
made  her  their  slave.  For  awhile  she  concealed 
them  from  ever}'  eye ;  but  gave  them  full  in- 
dulgence when  alone.  Then  would  she  wander 
through  those  "  pathless  woods ; "  and,  fixing 
her  eyes  upon  the  starry  sky,  throw  hei*self 
upon  a  bank,  under  some  spreading  tree, 
and,  listening  to  the  distant  roar  of  a  moun- 
tain-torrent, or  foaming  rivulet,  form  visions 
to  herself,  which  her  heart  beat  to  rea- 
lize. She  thus  nourished  her  passions  into 
strength,  till  they  became,  gigantic  fiends  raging 
to  destroy  her. 

It  was  when  her  mind  was  in  this  state  of 
morbid  excitement,  that  she  first  knew  Stanis- 
laus. His  noble  person,  his  cultivated  mind, 
and  polished  manners,  made  him  seem,  to  her 
heated  imagination,  a  being  of  a  class  su- 
perior to  her  own ;  and  she  easily  persuaded 
herself  that  he  was  endowed  with  all  the  quali- 
ties of  the  imaginary  idol  she  had  worshipped. 
He  now  became  the  god  of  her  idolatry ;  she 
N  2 
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had  no  hope,  no  thought,  but  how  to  give  him 
pleasure ;  and  she  could  anticipate  no  reward 
but  that  of  basking  in  his  smile.  To  enjoy  this 
was  rapture  :  when  he  seemed  pleased,  her  heart 
throbbed ;  her  whole  frame  trembled  with  de- 
light; and  her  happiness  seemed  too  intense  to 
be  endured.  Her  whole  soul  was  wrapt  up  in 
his ;  he  was  her  all ;  and,  when  he  was  absent, 
every  object  lost  its  charm;  nay,  life  itself  be- 
came a  burthen  too  heavy  to  be  borne.  No  se- 
cond object  divided  her  thoughts;  they  were  all 
absorbed  in  him  !  and  she  was  sensible  to  plea- 
sure or  pain  only  through  his  medium.  His 
cruelty  had  now  destroyed  her;  it  was  like  tear- 
ing the  soul  violently  from  the  body ;  the  empty 
casket  was  left,  but  the  gem,  which  had  alone 
given  it  value,  was  gone,  and  gone  for  ever. 
Her  heart  was  like  a  watch  of  which  the  main- 
spring was  broken ;  sense,  energy,  and  spirit, 
were  flown;  and  she  remained  a  breathing  mass 
of  clay,  alive  only  to  suffering ! 

She,  thus,  looked  vacantly  around,  whilst  her 
companions  were  loud  in  exclamations  of  sur- 
prise.    She  saw  die  objects  they  admired,  but 
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they  created  no  emotion  in  her  mind.  She 
heard  the  voices  of  her  friends,  but  no  ideas 
were  excited  by  their  words ;  she  had  lost  all 
interest  in  the  world;  she  was  an  isolated  being; 
an  excrescence  upon  the  face  of  nature.  One 
sole  link  had  connected  her  with  mankind.  It 
was  torn  rudely  asunder,  and  she  was  alone. 
Her  companions  knew  not  the  cause  of  her 
grief;  indeed,  absorbed  in  their  own  anxieties, 
they  scarcely  noticed  it;  but,  if  they  had,  their 
condolence  or  indifference  would  have  been 
the  same  to  Therese.  Hers  was  not  a  case  to 
admit  of  consolation ;  it  was  not  merely  that  she 
had  loved,  and  been  deceived,  but  that  her 
standard  of  perfection  was  overthrown : 

**  She  had  set  her  all  of  happiness  upoa  one  throw — and  lost." 

"  In  this  place,"  said  Gyrwartz,  "  you  will  be 
safe.  Rest  here  fearlessly,  and  I  will  seek  news 
of  the  combat  below.  I  will  soon  return ;  but 
fear  no  danger  in  my  absence,  for  this  place  is 
unknown,  save  to  the  bandits." 

In  the  terror  of  the  moment,  neither  the  Ba- 
roness nor  Adelaide  perceived  that  this  mysteri- 
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Oils  being  now  tacitly  allowed  his  connection 
with  the  banditti.  They  only  thought  of  obey- 
ing his  directions ;  and,  without  daring  to  reply, 
they  seated  themselves  close  together  upon  a 
mossy  bank,  while  Gyrwartz  instantly  disap- 
peared, through  a  scarcely  perceivable  chasm  in 
the  rocks. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


See,  in  yon  chainber's  dim  recesses, 
A  lady  kneels,  with  loosened  tresses; 
A  lovely  creature !   lowly  kneeling, 
With  mournful  eyes,  and  brow  of  feeling; 
One  hand  before  her  meekly  spreading, 
The  other  hack  her  ringlets  shedding, 
That  aye  come  gushing  down  betwixt 
Her  eyes  and  that  on  which  they  're  fixed. 

Allan  CuNNisGHiM. 

A  PAUSE,  which  seemed  interminable,  suc- 
ceeded the  departure  of  Gyrwartz.  Therese 
still  leaned  against  the  rock,  speechless,  and 
motionless  —  the  living  image  of  despair ;  whilst 
Adelaide  and  the  Baroness,  their  hands  firmly 
locked  together,  sat  trembling  at  every  breeze, 
and  trembing  to  break  that  frightful  silence 
which  it  became  every  instant  more  terrible  to 
bear. 

Presently  a  slight  noise  was  heard,  and  the 
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Baroness  and  Adelaide,  pale  with  terror,  started 
from  the  bank  simultaneously.  The  next  in- 
stant Osky  sprang  from  the  rocks,  leading  a 
tall,  thin,  shadowy  figure,  in  whom,  in  spite  of 
the  effects  of  sorrow  and  confinement,  Adelaide 
recognized  Odenisky.  The  rapture  of  that  mo- 
ment almost  repaid  all  her  previous  sufferings ; 
but  as  she  inclosed  him  in  her  arms,  she  found 
her  dress  stained  with  blood.  "  Oh  God ! " 
cried  she,  "  do  I  regain  you  only  to  lose  you 
thus  ?     You  are  wounded,  Odenisky  ! " 

"  Not  unto  death,  I  hope,"  said  he,  feebly ; 
"  but  I  faint  from  loss  of  blood." 

He  sank  exhausted  on  the  bank ;  and  Ade- 
laide, eagerly  tearing  her  dress,  employed 
herself  in  staunching  his  wound,  the  Baroness 
assisting  her  endeavours. 

"My  own  Adelaide,"  said  Odenisky,  sadly, 
"now,  I  fear,  that  I  am  restored  to  thee,  after 
all  that  we  have  both  suffered,  only  to  die  in 
thine  arms." 

"Oh  no!"  cried  Adelaide,  embracing  him, 
convulsively ;  "  I  cannot  lose  thee  thus." 

Odenisky  sighed  deeply.     He  put  back  the 
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hair  that  hung  over  her  face,  and  looking  at  her 
fondly,  fell  back,  and  fainted.  Adelaide  thought 
he  was  dead,  and  her  shrieks  rent  the  air.  The 
Baroness,  however,  was  more  collected ;  she 
sought  for  water,  from  a  spring  which  was  ooz- 
ing through  a  fissure  in  the  rocks,  and  bathed 
his  temples.  Osky  had  fled,  the  moment  that 
he  recognized  Adelaide. 

Whilst  the  unhappy  wife  and  friend  of  Ode- 
nisky  were  endeavouring  to  restore  his  fleeting 
faculties,  Therese  stood  unmoved  ;  but,  ere 
long,  a  sight  appeared  which  roused  her  from 
her  apathy.  This  was  the  body  of  Carlovitz, 
borne  by  Osky  and  Gyrwartz  through  an  open- 
ing in  the  rocks.  His  fine  limbs  seemed  stiff  in 
death;  his  thick  black  hair  was  clotted  with 
gore ;  and  his  open  lips  disclosed  his  white  and 
regularly  set  teeth,  firmly  fixed,  as  though  in 
mortal  agony,  Therese  looked  upon  the  body, 
and  then,  uttering  a  piercing  shriek,  fell  beside 
it.  That  long  deep  scream  of  anguish  rang 
through  the  rocks,  and  reached  the  ears  of  her 
destroyer.  He  knew  the  voice,  and  it  seemed 
his  knell  of  death  ;  shrill  as  the  cr\'  of  avenging 
N  5 
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spirits  impatient  for  their  prey,  it  thrilled  through 
every  nerve,  and  chilled  his  blood  to  ice.  He 
paused  a  moment  at  the  sound,  and  then  rushed 
again  into  the  thickest  of  the  fray. 

Carlovitz  was  dead;  his  haughty  and  im- 
patient spirit  had  fled  unshrived  —  perhaps  un- 
repenting — to  the  judgment-seat  of  his  offended 
God ;  and  never  was  a  more  striking  example  of 
the  fatal  effects  of  having  talents  without  princi- 
ples to  guide  them  rightly '  Nature  had  endowed 
him  with  her  choicest  gifts,  but  they  were  only 
as  finely-tinted  weeds,  brilliant,  but  useless.  In 
his  early  youth  his  imagination  had  been  ex- 
cited by  such  wild  ideas  of  liberty,  and  of  super- 
human virtue,  that  the  matter-of-fact  qualities  of 
his  trading  uncle  struck  him  with  disgust ;  and, 
unable  to  bear  restraint,  he  had  eloped.  Like 
his  father,  he  had  entered  the  French  army ; 
and  from  his  bravery,  had  been  rapidly  promoted. 
He  was  already  a  general  of  brigade,  when  he 
first  became  acquainted  with  Stanislaus;  and, 
unhappily,  was  persuaded  by  him  to  engage  in  a 
horrible  murder ! 

Stanislaus  had  been  quartered  at  the  house  of 
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a  rich  old  man,  near  Leipsig,  whose  avarice  and 
ill-nature  filled  his  guest  widi  cupidity  and  malice. 
He  had  often  mentioned  the  subject  to  Carlovitz ; 
and,  when  their  troops  entered  the  city  a  se- 
cond time,  he  endeavoured  to  persuade  him  that 
there  would  be  but  little  crime  in  shortening 
the  life  of  an  old  wretch,  who  was  a  torment  to 
himself  and  every  one  around  him,  and  in  taking 
from  him  that  gold  which  he  was  unable  to  en- 
joy. Carlovitz  at  first  refused ;  but,  having  fallen 
desperately  in  love  with  a  beautiful  girl,  who 
was  living  opposite  to  the  house  where  he  lodged, 
he  wavered.  WeaUh  suddenly  became  desir- 
able in  his  eyes,  that  he  might  lavish  it  on  her 
he  loved,  and  his  extravagant  mode  of  living 
always  swallowed  up  his  pay. 

In  the  end,  then,  he  consented  ;  and,  one  fatal 
night,  accompanied  Stanislaus  to  the  house  of 
their  intended  victim.  They  attacked,  and  soon 
overpowered  him,  having  first  secured  his  only 
servant;  when  his  daughter,  terrified  at  the  noise, 
flew  to  his  room,  and  received  the  final  blow  of 
the-  assassin  in  her  own  breast.  Alas !  it  was 
the  young  beauty  whom  Carlovitz  adored ;  and 
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who  had  returned  to  her  father's  mansion,  after 
a  long  visit  to  the  friend  at  whose  house  Car- 
lovitz  had  seen  her,  that  very  day  ! 

Horrorstruck  at  this  catastrophe,  the  hfe  of 
Carlovitz,  henceforth,  became  a  blank.  He 
was  not  formed  for  repentance;  and  he  en- 
deavoured to  find  in  dissipation  the  only  solace 
for  his  woes.  He  sought  death  and  ruin  under  all 
their  varied  forms,  but  in  vain  ;  and,  though  he 
fought,  drank,  and  gamed  to  excess,  he  seemed 
to  bear  a  charmed  life,  and  to  be  invulnerable 
to  all  the  usual  modes  of  destruction. 

Even  the  iron  heart  of  Stanislaus  was  touched 
by  the  despair  of  his  victim ;  and  he  entertained 
as  sincere  a  friendship  for  him  as  his  nature  was 
capable  of  feeling,  while  Carlovitz,  in  return,  was 
warmly  attached  to  his  patron.  Both  left  the 
army,  and  resided  at  Vienna,  till  Carlovitz  ac- 
cidentally heard  of  the  illness  of  his  mother,  and 
was  induced  to  return  to  Hungary,  to  see  her 
before  she  died.  He  was  too  late ;  and,  having 
discovered,  by  the  means  of  Gyrwartz  and 
Osky  (the  former  of  whom  had  been  once  in 
the  service  of  his  uncle  at  Pesth),  the  bad 
opinion  that  was  entertained  of  him  in  the  Cu- 
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rate's  mansion,  he  was  persuaded   by  them   to 
join  the  banditti  of  the  mountains. 

He  communicated  all  his  movements  to  Sta- 
nislaus; and,  when  the  latter  left  Baden,  after  the 
murder  of  his  uncle,  he  determined  to  join  his 
friend.       He  was  received   with  rapture ;   and 
Carlo vitz  resigned  to  him  the  post  of  commander 
of  the  troop.     Then  it  was  that  Stanislaus  first 
saw  Therese ;  and  that,  captivated  by  her  beauty, 
he  resolved,  if  possible,  to  seduce  her.    He  knew 
that  Carlo  vitz  was  too  warmly  attached  to  his 
sister  not  to  take  up  arms  in  her  defence  ;  and 
he  knew  also  that  he  was  too  well  acquainted 
with  liis  character,  and  with  his  designs  upon 
Adelaide,  to  be  his  dupe,   if  he  pretended  ho- 
nourable intentions  towards  her.     He,  therefoi-e, 
carefully  concealed  from  Carlovitz   that  he  had 
ever  seen  Therese,  and  at  length  persuaded  the 
former  to  entrap  Adelaide,  in  the  manner  which 
has  been  related. 

WTien  Odenisky  fled  from  Vienna,  he  natu- 
rally sought  refuge  upon  his  own  estates ;  but  he 
had  scarcely  reached  the  mountains,  when  he 
was   captured  by  the   followers   of  Stanislaus. 
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Supposing  them  to  be  ordinary  banditti,  he 
made  an  energetic  defence,  but  he  was  over- 
powered by  numbers,  and  taken  a  captive; 
tliough  not  until  he  had  been  severely  wounded. 
He  fainted  from  loss  of  blood ;  and,  in  that  state 
was  carried  to  the  Tower  of  the  Still  Lake. 
Whilst  he  continued  insensible,  his  treasured 
chain  was  taken  from  his  neck  by  Stanislaus ;  for, 
to  his  treacherous  cousin  Odenisky  had  con- 
fided the  secret  value  which  he  attached  to  it ; 
and,  in  the  transport  of  his  joy,  when  he  first 
knew  that  he  should  obtain  the  hand  of  Ade- 
laide, he  had  related  what  passed  when  she 
placed  it  round  his  neck.  Stanislaus  profited  by 
the  hint,  and  determined  to  make  it  the  means 
of  alluring  Adelaide  into  his  power. 

When  Odenisky  recovered  his  senses,  his 
wretchedness  was  extreme;  for,  in  addition  to 
the  loss  of  his  chain,  which  he  valued  more  than 
life,  he  found  himself  inclosed  in  a  tower  upon 
that  dreary  lake  which,  as  a  boy,  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  regard  with  horror,  as  the  abode 
of  supernatural  beings.  Real  terrors,  however, 
soon  overcame  superstitious  ones ;  and,  when  he 
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recollected  how  remote  was  the  place  where  he 
was  confined  from  every  human  habitation,  the 
horril)le  idea  that  he  was  intended  to  perish 
there  from  famine  took  possession  of  his  mind. 
Overwhelmed  with  despair,  he  paced  the  room  in 
agony ;  and  had  almost  given  way  to  the  tempta- 
tion of  ending  his  misery  by  self-destruction,  when 
he  heard  a  faint  rustling  at  his  window,  which  was 
followed  by  a  whine,  and  then  by  a  bark.  It  was 
his  faithful  Branscha,  which  had  swam  across  the 
lake,  in  search  of  his  master,  and  now  lay  panting 
at  his  casement.  Odenisky  was  deeply  affected  by 
this  proof  of  affection  ;  and,  in  the  depth  of  his 
grief,  his  faithful  dog  was  his  sole  consolation.  The 
noble  creature  attracted  the  attention  of  Osky 
and  Gyrwartz,  who  were  employed  to  supply 
the  prisoner  with  food ;  and  Odenisky,  pleased 
with  their  admiration  of  his  favourite,  which  he 
thought  bespoke  some  feeling,  was  tempted,  one 
day,  to  try  to  interest  them  in  his  own  behalf. 
They  listened,  and  half  promised  to  aid  him  to  es- 
cape ;  but,  unfortunately,  they  were  overheard  by 
Stanislaus,  who  had  before  suspected  them  of 
mercy ;  and  they  were  forbidden  ever  acrain  to 
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enter  the  tower,  though  they  still  contrived, 
through  the  medium  of  Branscha,  to  hold  an  oc- 
casional communication  with  its  unhappy  inmate. 
In  the  mean  time  Odenisky  was  confided  to  the 
wretch  Jatek,  whose  cruelty  made  his  life  become 
intolerable. 

Though  Carlovitz  knew  of  the  seizure  of 
Odenisky,  without  attempting  to  prevent  it, 
Stanislaus  found  it  necessary  to  persuade  him 
that  the  unfortunate  Prince  had  put  an  end  to 
his  existence  by  suicide,  before  he  could  induce 
Carlovitz  to  promise  to  undertake  a  journey  to 
Vienna  in  order  to  betray  Adelaide  into  his 
hands.  The  result  has  been  shown ;  and  Carlo- 
vitz was  justly  punished  for  his  crime,  when  he 
was  most  susceptible  of  injury ;  for  Stanislaus 
availed  himself  of  his  absence,  to  effect  the  ruin 
of  Therese. 

No  man  is  entirely  bad,  and  almost  every  one, 
however  vicious  his  general  conduct  may  be,  has 
some  favourite  virtue  which  he  clings  to,  as  the 
rock  to  save  him  from  destruction.  Like  the  Irish- 
man in  the  song,  who  swore  by  all  the  saints,  that 
he  had  not  stolen  the  poker;  and  yet  produced  it 
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instantly,  when  his  honour  was  brought  into  ques- 
tion ;  the  vilest  bandits  may  be  trusted,  when 
bound  by  what  they  consider  sacred.  Some 
observe  only  the  oaths  which  they  have  sworn 
upon  their  swords,  and  some  will  never  injure 
those  with  whom  they  have  broken  bread,  but  all 
have  some  redeeming  point,  and  that  of  Car- 
lovitz  was  an  inflexible  adherence  to  his  word. 
It  was  this  that  made  him  (even  after  he  had 
found  that  Stanislaus  had  deceived  him,  and 
that  Odenisky  was  still  alive,)  persevere  in  his 
design,  though  his  heart  bled  for  Adelaide ;  and 
though  he  knew  that  he  was  delivering  her  into 
the  hands  of  her  bitterest  enemy. 

Stanislaus  was  in  the  cavern  at  Dios  Gyor, 
but  he  would  not  there  receive  Carlovitz's  charge? 
as  the  presence  of  the  Baroness  annoyed  him, 
and  he  knew,  that  whilst  there,  if  Adelaide 
should  discover  her  danger,  she  might  be  de- 
livered from  his  power.  He  therefore  sternly 
reminded  Carlovitz,  that  he  had  promised  to 
bring  her,  alone,  to  the  caverns  in  the  moun- 
tains ;  and  that,  till  then,  he  had  not  performed 
his  engagement.     Carlovitz  obeyed  in  silence ; 
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and  little  did  he  dream  that  at  the  very  moment 
when  he  was  devising  a  plan  to  separate  Ade- 
laide from  her  friends,  and  to  deliver  her  into 
the  power  of  Stanislaus,  his  darling  sister  was 
encountering  all  the  dangers  attendant  upon 
a  nocturnal  visit  to  that  very  man  who  had 
been  the  ruin  of  them  both ! 

When  Adelaide  was  torn,  by  order  of  Car- 
lovitz,  from  the  bank  of  the  Still  Lake,  Osky  flew 
to  the  relief  of  her  husband  ;  and,  constructing 
a  large  raft,  he  contrived,  with  the  help  of 
Branscha,  to  pilot  Odenisky  to  the  shore ;  who, 
when  he  found  that  Adelaide  had  been  conveyed 
to  the  caverns,  forgot  all  his  previous  sufferings, 
and  followed  to  rescue  her.  He  arrived  just  in 
time  to  join  the  soldiers  in  their  attack  ;  but  his 
previous  state  of  exhaustion  made  him  fall  an 
easy  conquest,  and  he  was  soon  compelled  to 
suffer  himself  to  be  led  from  the  field  by  Osky 
to  the  mossy  vale,  where  the  party  were  shortly 
after  joined  by  the  soldiers,  who  had  slain  and 
taken  prisoners  all  the  bandits,  save  Stanislaus, 
who  had  escaped,  and  flown  to  the  woods. 

The   officers   commanding   the   detachment 
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were,  of  course,  much  surprised  to  find  the 
occupiers  of  the  mossy  vale  in  that  sylvan 
cell ;  but  a  few  words  explained  every  thing. 
Odenisky,  who  had  only  fainted  from  loss  of 
blood,  revived,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  Ade- 
laide and  the  Baroness,  was  enabled  to  walk  to 
Hadree,  whither  the  soldiers  also  bore  the  body 
of  Carlovitz,  placing  it  upon  a  rudely  con- 
structed bier,  formed  of  the  branches  of  trees, 
the  leafy  boughs  of  which  waved  in  tlie  air, 
like  knightly  banners. 

In  the  meantime  the  good  Curate  and  his  sis- 
ter had  discovered  the  elopement  of  Therese ; 
and,  almost  distracted  at  her  loss,  had  set  out  in 
search  of  her.  At  die  entrance  to  the  village 
they  met  the  mournful  procession ;  and  the  ami- 
able priest,  when  he  heard  all  that  had  passed, 
wept  over  the  flite  of  his  unfortunate  nephew, 
whilst  he  regarded  the  conduct  of  Therese  more 
with  sorrow  than  with  anger ;  and,  promising- 
forgiveness,  opened  his  arms,  and  pressed  her  to 
his  heart.  The  wretched  victim  of  Stanislaus  was 
indescribably  affected  by  his  goodness;  and,  sink- 
ing at  his  feet,  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  the  first 
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that  she  had  shed  since  her  affliction.  The  party 
returned  sadly  together  to  the  village,  where 
the  obsequies  of  Carlovitz  were  solemnized  in 
mournful  silence.  From  that  moment,  Therese 
rarely  spoke;  and,  though  Mademoiselle  Was- 
cho  frequently  thought  it  her  duty  to  remind  her 
of  her  situation,  she  betrayed  no  violent  feelings 
of  either  sorrow  or  impatience,  but  sat  in  per- 
fect stillness,  apparently  unconscious  of  every 
thing  that  passed  around  her. 

Odenisky  was  still  weak ;  and,  as  the  worthy 
Curate  had  invited  him  to  stay  at  Hadree  till  his 
health  was  perfectly  restored,  he  dispatched  let- 
ters by  the  troops,  when  they  returned  to  the  capi- 
tal, to  state  all  that  he  had  suffered,  and  remain- 
ed with  the  Baroness  and  Adelaide  at  Hadree. 
The  former,  who  was  sincerely  attached  to 
Therese,  tried  by  every  means  in  her  power 
to  rouse  that  miserable  girl  from  her  apathy, 
but  in  vain.  The  only  sign  of  feeling  she  dis- 
covered was,  that  which  displayed  itself,  when, 
after  kneeling  for  hours  together  before  her 
crucifix,  she  vowed  that  her  wretched  offspring 
(if  she  lived  to  give  it  birth)  should  })e  devoted 
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to  a  monastic  life.     The  Baroness  tried  inces- 
santly  to   divert   her  thoughts;   but   the   only 
change  she  could  obtain,  was  to  persuade  her  to 
walk   occasionally  in  the  neighbouring  woods. 
One  day,  they  advanced  farther  than  usual,  when 
the  Baroness,  attracted   by  a  particularly  beau- 
tiful flower,  stopped  to  gather  it,  whilst  Tlie- 
rese  went  on  alone.     Julie,  engaged  with  her 
flower,  was  not  aware  of  this,  when  suddenly 
she  was  startled  by  a  piercing  shriek.     It  was 
the  voice  of  Therese,  and  the  Baroness  flew  to 
her  assistance.     The  young  mountaineer  stood 
pale  and  fixed  as  a  statue,  pointing  to  a  neigh- 
bouring thicket;    and,  as  the  eyes  of  the  Ba- 
roness followed  the  direction  of  her  finger,  she 
saw,  to  her  unspeakable  horror,  the  body  of  a 
man  jammed  in  between  two  trees.     It  was 
THAT  OF  Stanislaus.      In  attempting   to  es- 
cape, he  had  become  entangled  in  the  wood, 
and,  being  unable  to  free  himself,  had  perished 
miserably.       The  thick    branches   which   sur- 
rounded him,  and  his  menacing  attitude,  for  he 
still  held  his  sword  in  his  outstretched  arm,  had 
kept   birds  and  beasts  of  prey  at  a  distance; 
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whilst  the  pure  mountain  air  had  dried  his 
body,  and  kept  it  from  decay.  Hideously,  how- 
ever, was  his  figure  changed:  his  eyes  had 
shrunk  in  their  sockets,  and  the  flesh  fallen  from 
his  cheeks :  while  his  lips  yawned  asunder,  and 
disclosed  his  firmly-closed  teeth ;  and  his  bony 
fingers  yet  clutched  his  sword. 

The  hapless  Therese  was  conveyed  home  in 
strong  convulsions;  but,  though  she  partially 
revived,  it  was  evident  to  all  her  friends  that 
her  thread  of  life  was  spun.  The  awful  fiat  had 
gone  forth;  and  life  only  lingered  round  her 
heart,  like  the  last  rays  of  an  expiring  taper,  ere 
it  sinks  into  total  gloom.  The  Baroness  tried 
to  rouse  her,  but  in  vain;  her  dejection  in- 
creased, and,  before  Odenisky  was  sufficiently 
recovered  to  leave  Hadree,  Therese  expired 
in  giving  birth  to  an  infant  son,  which  died  with 
its  mother. 

Little  remains  to  be  told.  As  soon  as  Ode- 
nisky was  sufficiently  recovered  to  travel,  he, 
widi  Adelaide  and  the  Baroness,  prepared  to 
return  to  Vienna ;    but,  before  leaving  the  hospi- 
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table  mansion  of  the  Curate,  he  wished  to  re- 
ward those  to  whom  he  had  been  so  n.uch  in- 
debted by  the  gift  of  wealth.     Alas  !  the  pro- 
position was  unheeded.     Osky  had  no  use  for 
gold,  and  Gyrwartz  felt  too  secure  of  finding  the 
mountain  treasures,  to  value  what  any  mortal  could 
bestow.   Indeed,  though  the  spirits  of  the  moun- 
tains (notwithstanding  they  were  paid  before- 
hand) continue  to  perform  their  task  so  well, 
that  no  traces  of  the  treasures  have  ever   yet 
been  discovered,  hope  still  lures  him  on,  and  he 
still  thinks  the  happy  moment  is  just  going  to 
arrive.     The  Curate's  hopes  were  buried  in  the 
grave  of  Therese ;  and  Mademoiselle  Wascho 
only   requested    a   new  dress    from    England, 
which  was  sent  to  her,   with  so  many  English 
books  and  newspapers,  that  the  little  lady  has 
ever  since  remained  in  a  state  of  perfect  ecstacy. 
When  Adelaide  returned  with  her  husband  to 
the  palace  in  the   mountains,  that  dreary  abode 
wore  quite  a  new  aspect.     Its  former  grandeur 
was  restored ;  the  surrounding  estates  were  cul- 
tivated; and,   in  less  than  twelve  months,  the 
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name  of  Odenisky  shone  with  all  its  ancient  lus- 
tre, and  the  vassals  of  the  Prince  rejoiced  at  the 
birth  of  a  son,  in  the  ancient  palace,  which,  for 
more  than  eight  hundred  years,  had  been  the 
birth-place  of  his  race. 


CONTINUATION  OF  THE  BRIDE. 


"  I  am  glad  to  find,"  said  Lord  Seaford,  when 
he  had  finished  reading  the  Treasure-seeker, 
"  that  our  author  has  now  contrived  to  make  his 
story  interesting,  without  killing  all  the  interlo- 
cutors ;  and  that  he  has  condescended  to  leave 
his  hero  and  heroine  alive,  notwithstanding  all 
that  he  has  made  them  go  through." 

"  I,  on  the  contrary,  feel  myself  disposed  to 
criticise,"  returned  I. 

"  I  had  forgotten  your  penchant  for  horrors. 
Of  course,  nothing  short  of  an  English  tragedy 
of  the  old  school,  in  which,  at  the  close  of  the 
last  act,  the  stage  is  strewed  with  dead  bodies, 
like  a  field  of  battle,  could  possibly  satisfy  you 
on  that  score." 

"  You  are  quite  mistaken,  my  Lord.  I  can 
forgive  our  author  for  leaving  some  of  his  cha- 
racters happy ;  but  I  quarrel  with  him  on  ac- 
count of  some  of  these  said  characters  being  un- 
natural." 

"  And  which  are  they  that  you  complain  of?" 

VOL.  III.  o 
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"  Osky,  Gyrwartz,  and  Mademoiselle  Was- 
cho." 

"  The  disproportion  of  Osky's  figure  is  not 
greater  than  that  of  the  American  dwarf,  lately 
exhibiting  in  London ;  and  the  shrewdness  of  his 
intellect  is  not  extraordinary,  since,  where  na- 
ture denies  one  quality,  she  generally  gives  the 
others  in  greater  perfection,  as  though  to  make 
up  for  the  deficiency ;  and  deformed  people  are 
often  remarkable  for  their  acuteness." 

"  But,  even  allowing  Osky  to  be  within  the 
bounds  of  probability,  what  can  you  say  in  fa- 
vour of  Gyrwartz  ?  '^ 

"  That  Treasure-seekers  are  common  amongst 
the  mountains,  and  that  the  individual  here  de- 
lineated, with  his  gaunt  figure,  and  vernacular 
Latin,  may  be  considered  as  a  fair  specimen  of 
the  whole  genus." 

"  Is  it  not  singular,"  said  I,  "  that  the  only 
countries  where  Latin  is  still  the  vernacular 
tongue,  should  be  precisely  those,  the  inha- 
bitants of  which  were  considered  by  the  Ro- 
mans the  very  lowest  class  of  barbarians?*' 

"  The  difficulty  is  too  profound  for  me  to  at- 
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tempt  to  solve,"  returned  my  husband;  "so  I 
leave  you  to  form  your  o\\ti  opinion.  However, 
I  may  venture  to  remind  you,  that  in  all  those 
parts  of  Hungary,  Wallachia,  and  Poland, 
where  Latin  is  still  spoken,  the  people  have 
also  another  language." 

"  I  believe  I  must  excuse  the  Treasure-seeker; 
particularly  as  his  class  has  been  lately  ren- 
dered illustrious  in  England  by  the  patronage  of 
one  of  the  greatest  men  in  Europe.  But  Ma- 
demoiselle Wascho — surely  her  folly  is  exagge- 
rated?" 

"  By  no  means ;  and,  indeed,  I  do  not  think 
her  one  iota  more  ignorant  of  the  state  of  society 
in  England,  than  the  English  are  of  that  of  the 
Continent  in  general;  for,  in  fact,  we  know  very 
little  of  the  habits  of  the  people,  excepting  in 
those  places  which  we  have  actually  seen.  Read 
one  half  of  the  voyages  and  travels  which  are 
published,  and  you  will  find  that  the  cursory 
sketches  taken  by  the  writers  are  generally  quite 
as  rashly  concluded,  and  founded  upon  as  slen- 
der reasons  as  Mademoiselle  Wascho's  idea, 
that  no  corn  could  be  grown  in  England,  be- 
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cause  she  saw  whole  ship-loads  going  to  that 
country  from  Dantzic." 

"  You  are  really  a  most  merciful  critic,  my 
Lord/'  continued  I,  laughing;  "  I  wish  our  old 
author  could  hear  you,  for  I  'm  sure  that  he 
would  be  more  delighted  with  your  praises,  than 
even  with  your  gold." 

"  I  think  he  would,  from  that  appearance  of 
enthusiasm  which    there   was   about  him,   and 
which,    in  fact,    interested   me   in   his   favour. 
Some  one  says,  that  eloquence  consists  in  ear- 
nestness ;  and  I  believe  the  aphorism  is  so  far 
correct,  that  no  person  can  inspire  interest  in 
another,  unless  he  feel  it  himself.     In  my  opi- 
nion, therefore,  the  world  is  in  the  wrong  to 
blame,  an  author  for  being  enthusiastic,  or  for 
having  an  overweening  partiality  for  his  own 
productions ;  as,  without  some  such  feeling,  he 
never  can  be  expected  to  write  anything  worth 
reading.     To  illustrate  my  position,  remember 
that  many  of  our  best  writers  that  have  spoken 
in  terms  of  the  greatest  complacency  of  their 
own  works,  and  have  not  only  revealed  their 
inmost  feelings  to  the  public,  but  seem  to  have 
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dwelt  with  a  strange  and  almost  morbid  satis- 
^action  on  the  disclosures  they  were  making,  as 
though  they  really  took  pleasure  in  exposing 
themselves." 

"  And  yet  how  ridiculous  that  poor  old  man's 
vanity  appeared,  when  he  laid  his  offering  at 
my  feet !  He  had  the  air  of  a  triumphant  con- 
queror, laden  with  the  spoils  of  victory." 

"  Our  own  self-love  prevents  us  from  being 
indulgent  to  the  self-love  of  others;  and  conse- 
quently there  is  no  fault  which  we  are  so  re- 
luctant to  pardon  as  vanity,  which  is  generally 
considered  as  a  heinous  sin.  I,  however,  am 
more  merciful ;  for  I  think  it,  at  worst,  but  an 
amiable  weakness," 

"  Vanity  amiable  !  "  cried  I,  in  amazement. 

"  All  feelings,  which  make  us  wish  to  please 
our  fellow-creatures,  must  be  so,  essentially,*' 
said  my  husband ;  "  and  I  think  that  vanity  may 
often  lead  to  virtue,  since  instinct  will  tell  us, 
that  it  is  only  by  acts  of  kindness  that  we  can 
wm  the  love  of  others ;  nay,  that  we  must  be 
either  great  or  good  to  obtain  their  admiration." 

*'  I  am  enchanted  with  the  discovery ;  and  I 
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feel  so  grateful  to  our  author  for  having  led  you 
to  the  subject,  that  I  forgive  him  all  his  faults." 

"  Were  I  he,  I  should  not  readily  forgive 
you  such  a  declaration,  nay  I  feel  piqued  in  my 
own  person,  since  I  flattered  myself  that  I  had 
already  convinced  you,  that  what  you  considered 
faults,  were,  in  fact,  perfections.  He  has  repre- 
sented no  character  for  which  I  cannot  find 
some  excuse,  and  I  even  applaud  him  for  not 
making  any  of  them  perfect." 

"  There  I  quite  disagree  with  you,  my  Lord," 
said  I,  warmly ;  and  I  was  beginning  a  warm  eu- 
logium  on  those  "  faultless  monsters  which  the 
world  ne'er  saw,"  save  by  the  help  of  a  Circu- 
lating Library,  when  my  harangue  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  most  unexpected  arrival  of  my 
aunt,  escorted  by  my  cousin  Danvers,  and  the 
German  Baron  whom  we  had  met  with  at  the 
chateau  of  Mademoiselle  Von  Puffendorf.  Our 
transport  may  be  imagined  ,•  for,  though  not  long 
out  of  the  honey-moon,  we  were  just  beginning 
to  imagine  the  possibility  of  being  amused  by  the 
sound  of  other  voices  than  our  own ;  and  we 
were  just  thinking  we  might  enjoy  a  viva  voce 
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account  of  what  was  going  on  in  the  world. 
No  persons  could  be  better  calculated  than  our 
visitors  to  supply  this  deficiency ;  and,  as  they 
w€re  as  eager  to  talk,  as  we  to  listen,  we  formed, 
of  course,  a  most  agreeable  party.  Their  ad- 
ventures en  route  were  the  first  objects  of  dis- 
course ;  and,  when  they  had  been  fully  related, 
commented  upon,  and  laughed  at,  the  gossip 
of  Vienna  took  its  turn,  and  flowed  with  the 
force  and  grandeur  of  a  mighty  river. 

What  a  complication  of  events  !  what  sur- 
prising changes  had  occurred  during  our  ab- 
sence !  We  felt  as  though  after  having  been 
quietly  interred  we  had  returned  suddenly  to 
life ;  and  the  difference  between  our  two  months' 
sojourn  in  Hungary,  and  the  multitude  of  thino-s 
which  had  occured  in  Vienna  during  our  ab- 
sence, seemed  as  hard  to  be  accounted  for  as  the 
miraculous  warmth  of  Mahomet's  bed,  which 
had  not  grown  cold  when  he  returned  to  it, 
after  having  been  carried  by  an  angel  through 
the  whole  of  his  seven  heavens  ! 

The  arrival  of  our  friends,   of  course,  inter- 
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rupted  our  habit  of  reading ;  and,  as  my  hus- 
band was  now  sufficiently  i-ecovered  to  bear  tra- 
velHng,  we  were  obhged  to  postpone  the  perusal 
of  the  remainder  of  the  old  wanderer's  manu- 
script till  some  more  convenient  opportunity. 


THE   END. 


J.  B.  NICHOLS    AND    SON,    25,    PARLIAMENT-STREET. 


